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Oh Myyy 


Author's Notes: 

| am still working on my other fics, but very slowly. This one is more the result of discovering a new ship to 
sail and having an over-abundance of love for this RP I've got going. 

Title is from this song. Enjoy guys! Thank you for your patience if you're still waiting for the next chapter of 
either Duzzy fics! 


| didn't understand how it had happened. | had no desire to understand how it had happened. The guys and | all 
got piss fucking drunk the night before. | have absolutely no memory of what happened. All | know is that when 
| woke up the next morning.. | was naked. Sticky. And heavy. Turns out Slash had fuckin’ passed out on top of 
me. Which wasn't that weird, really. We all slept all over each other. But we usually all wore clothes when we 
did it. Slash and | were both fucking naked. | couldn't move, his weight on top of me proving too much in my 


weak-ass hungover state. 
"Hey, fucker!" | hissed, jabbing his arm. "Wake the fuck up and get the fuck off" 


He just groaned. Great. | groaned myself and looked around the room to try and remember what happened. | 


saw Duff wrapped around the leg of the coffee table. Steven was sort of half on, half off the couch. And Axl 
was awake; creepily eyeing me n' Slash from his post at the kitchen table. Or at least, it was supposed to be a 


kitchen table. It was more like ‘the surface on which everyone keeps their crap’. 


"Axl, can you find me my fucking pants?" | asked, cringing at the sound of my voice. | even sounded fucking 


hungover. 


"You didn't need your pants last night." Axl muttered before getting to his feet and padding over to the grimy 
coffeemaker in the corner of the kitchen, "I've got no fucking clue where they are. Get off your ass and find 


them yourself” 


"Yeah, about that" | mumbled bitterly, glaring at the top of Saul's head and wishing to high hell that he would 
awaken from his near-comatose state just long enough to get the fuck off of me. "Slash, would you fucking 


move? Jesus, fuck." 


The zombie groaned. Only looking up when | managed to shift my legs wide enough to bring a foot up and drive 
my heel down into his leg. His bleary eyes made me wonder if he was actually hungover the same as | was, or 


if he was just still drunk from the night before. Knowing how he worked? He was probably still fucking drunk. 
"l2? What're ya doing?" He slurred, stifling a yawn. "Why're you naked?" 


"Hell if | know." | retorted, scrambling out from under him the moment he shifted enough for me to flip him 


over with a well-placed buck of my hips and tug of his arm. 


Slowly getting to my feet, | walked unabashedly around the apartment in search of my clothes. Or at least my 
pants. Axl made a fuss, but | didn't give a shit. | had no idea what had happened last night, and my head felt 
like someone had pounded it repeatedly against some concrete. Not to mention the aches and pains | felt in 
some questionable places. But | wasn't going to dwell on that too much. Not until | was dressed and coffee-d 
would | allow myself to question the throbbing sting | felt in my rear. 


| found a pair of jeans in Axl's room. | couldn't be bothered to try and sort through my own laundry. Plus, it's 


not like he ever minded me stealing his clothes. We all shared, because sharing is caring right? 


So anyway. | got halfways clothed and staggered my way back out to the main room. A bit surprised to see 
Slash sitting up and wearing boxers again. Duff and Steven were still sleeping, and if it weren't for the fact 
that Axl wasn't worried, | would have been afraid they weren't breathing. They were completely still. 


Axl had been kind enough to make me up a coffee, the way liked it and everything. | wondered if he was going 
to be nice enough to let me in on what happened last night. Sipping at my coffee, | waited silently to see what 


would happen. Eventually, the silence was broken 


"So what the fuck happened last night?" Slash asked. | chanced a look back at him and saw him scratching some 
flaked something off his chest: 


"We played poker." Axl said, scratching his head. "Well. Steven, Duff and | did. You guys did at first but then 


you's fucked off out here and we came in and you guys were fucking." 
"Fucking what?" | asked, my mind wasn't entirely functional yet. 


Axl laughed, "No. You two were fucking. Not doing anything, you were literally fucking Like, his dick was in your 


ass and-" 


Saul's hand paused on his chest and he looked down A look of shock and mild disgust crossing his face as 
realization slowly clouded through his bleary eyes as he stared at the dried come that dirtied his skin 
Suddenly the pain in my ass made a lot more sense, and | felt like | was going to be sick. Don't get me wrong. | 
had nothing against Slash and he was quite the charmer; but holy mother of God I'd let him fuck me up the 


ass?! 


| abruptly got up and left the room. Going to the bathroom and sitting my ass down on the toilet with my 
head in my hands as | tried to wrap my mind around the situation. Okay, so Saul and | had fucked. Shit 
happened. Was it going to change the band's dynamic? Were the guys gonna start being pricks about it? 


My thoughts were interrupted by a frantic knocking on the door. 
‘Izzy! Get the fuck out of there quick before Duff pukes in the fucking flower pot!" 


We had a flower pot? | wondered, reluctantly getting to my feet and opening the door. Duff rushed past me 
and both Axl and Slash stood in the hallway watching in mild horror as the blond bowed over the toilet bowl. 
As | walked back out to the living room to let the poor guy wretch in peace, | looked for the mysterious 


flower pot we had. Raising an eyebrow when | realized it was the empty coffee can we had potted marijuana in 


Who's up For Round Two? 


Author's Notes: 
This is fairly short, but its just setting the stage for what's to come. Longer chapters to come in the future, 


| promise! 


Things weren't nearly as awkward as l'd thought they'd be. Which was a very good thing. Slash and | both acted 
like nothing happened. Or at least, | thought we had been. Axl let slip that he felt like there was too much gay 
spreading around the band. Which was really rich considering his relationship with Duff, although | sure as hell 
wouldn't be the one to tell him that. 


We played a few shows about a week after the "thing" had happened and it went okay. Though by the end of 
the week, the tension between Slash and | was tangible. | had no idea what the fuck had caused it, but as the 
days wore on, the atmosphere just got more and more tense. Axl thought maybe we had gotten in a fight and 
pleaded me to do anything | could to make it better. | wasn't even sure what the problem was, so | wasn't sure 
what the fuck | was supposed to do about it. | agreed to try though. And one night as | slipped into the shitty 


apartment that Slash, Steven and | were sharing, | was going to bring it up. 
As fate would have it, something else came up instead. 


Stepping into the apartment and shivering with the rain that chased me in, | quickly began to strip of my wet 
clothes. Not taking my boots off as | walked toward the bedroom. Who knew what | could step on in the dark? 
Even in the daylight the floor was sketchy as fuck. It only came with the apartment being so small and shared 
by three guys with respective addictions. | tried to be clean about my heroin use. Steven didn't see it the 
same way. | always wanted to try and return my empty booze bottles to get a quick buck back. Saul was 
reckless and tended to drop shit in his drunken stupors. 


As | entered the shared bedroom -we couldn't afford a two or three bedroom, so agreed to share whenever 
and if-ever we were home at the same time-| could practically feel someone's gaze on me. Slash stared at me 
from the bed, his glower setting my back straight even in the dark. | tried to ignore him and go about finding 
clothes. Ignoring the fact that he was staring at my nearly naked body with some kind of freakish intensity. 


Ignoring him up until he was on me. 


| gasped as his arms hooked around my waist and pulled me into him. Trying to keep from blushing as his 
obvious hard-on pressed against my ass. | tried to arch away from him. Tried to squirm from his grip. But he 
just held me there. His lips peppered across my neck and his teeth grazed my skin My heart was racing a mile 


a minute as | tried to understand what was happening. 


"Why the fuck do | want you?" He growled, voice hushed and slurred. His wet kisses smelt of whiskey and his 
rough hands seemed burnt from smoking cigarettes to the filter. "I ain't supposed to want you." He bit at my 


earlobe and | sucked in a deep breath. 


"Saul, knock it off" | said, trying once again to step away from him. This wasn't okay. This wasn't right. The 
fact that he was drunk off his ass aside, he wasn't supposed to make me feel the way | was feeling right then 
"You're drunk" The words were feeble. | felt like a fucking girl. 


‘lm drunk." He repeated, nibbling at my neck. His unshaved lip and chin rough against my skin. "And you're 
naked. And hot. And oh so vulnerable" 


| couldn't help the noise that escaped me as he bit down on my neck. "Saul!" 


He sucked at the spot and my knees shook. | couldn't help it. | couldn't deny that it felt good, even though it 
really didn't. | didn't understand what was happening or why. Had there really been that much unresolved sexual 
tension between us? Or was this just some alcohol spurred horniness that was being taken out on me because 
| was the closest one around? | didn’t know. | didn't particularly care at this point. Sauls hands roamed down 


my front and started palming at my crotch. | unwillingly arched into his hand. 
"Saul." | panted, "What the fuck are we doing...?" 


He bit at my neck. Sharp teeth tugging at sensitive skin and soft lips tending the wounds. His tongue poked out 


every so often and circled over the darkening marks. 
"Fucking" He responded. "What's it look like?" 


| whimpered, but | let it happen. Saul's hand closed around me, bringing me off with slow strokes as he slid his 
other hand down to tease and prep my ass. | had no idea what to expect when he pulled my jeans down, no idea 


what to expect when he pulled his jeans down. Yet, | knew exactly what was coming. 


Holding me against the dresser, he fucked me slowly. Each thrust in drawing a rather embarrassingly high- 
pitched noise from my lips. We rode each other out to completion, basking in the warm afterglow of crying 
each other's names to God above. With all the threesomes and other odd times we had shared, nothing really 
compared to actually having him fuck me. There was no emotional drive to it, but that made it raw, hungry 
and powerful. 


It was just sex. 


And it was fucking mind-blowing. 


Im Just Running Out of Time 


Author's Notes: 

Gonna start getting a little weird maybe. This is the disclaimer, but | do hope itll be enjoyed just the same! 
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chapter to be worth posting. I'm trying to keep a decent word count and so far I'm only at about 100 words, if 
that :/ So, it IS coming. Just very slowly, and | do apologize. 


As the bile rose in my throat, | bowed over my porcelain god once more. Offering yet another sacrifice of 
what little remained in my stomach and hoping that the torture would end. It had been three weeks that I'd 
been like this. Running to the bathroom to throw myself to my knees in worship to the toilet as | puked my 
literal guts out. It happened at odd times, and sometimes | would feel fine. | didn't understand why it happened 


or what caused it, but it was enough to draw concern from the others. 
‘lz, man, maybe you should go to the hospital. You've been sick for like a month." 
"Are you tryna quit dope, man? You look like you need t fuckin’ get a hit. Get well, man." 


While | appreciated their concern, | also wished they'd just fuck off and leave me alone. It was already bad 
enough that | felt like | was dying every time | had to run to the bathroom, but something just felt wrong Not 
necessarily wrong with me, but just somehow wrong. | had stopped using, but really that was just because | 
couldn't fucking sit still long enough to do anything. | was either shaking, anticipating my next run to the 
bathroom. Running to the bathroom. Or fucking in the bathroom puking my fucking guts out. 


Don't get me wrong, there were pauses in the sickness. | wasn't just constantly throwing up, | just lived in 
constant fear of it the past few days. | hadn't eaten much, certain foods either giving me wicked fucking 
heartburn or setting my stomach and | back to another bathroom trip. Sometimes even the smell was enough 
to make me fucking gag. Duff, taking pity on me, had gone out to do some grocery shopping early in the week. 
He'd made me some awesome hearty soup from scratch. It was amazing the shit he could do with like twenty 


bucks and some skill. 


However, come Saturday, | couldn't fucking take the being sick any more. | left rehearsal to go to the hospital. 
Sitting in the waiting room was fucking awful. Enhanced by the fact that | was alone because none of the other 
guys were able to come in without starting a fucking riot by being recogrized, | was miserable. Absolutely 
fucking miserable. | watched the TV screen that was above the seating area with blind eyes, waiting to hear 
my name called and fiddling anxiously with the hem of my shirt. 


What if | was dying? What if | had cancer or some shit and was going to fucking die? What the hell would | do? 
Would it be worth going through the therapy? What would the guys think? What would they do? Would my 
family give a shit about it? Should | even fucking tell them? 


My thoughts were interrupted by an obviously male voice. "Mister Jeffery Isbell, the doctor will see you now." 


Licking my lips, | anxiously went into the room. Sitting across from the doctor, | tried not to squirm. He was an 
older man, balding, with a sort of hawkish look to him. His hooked nose was currently pointed down at his 


papers and as | held my breath, his narrowed eyes slowly rose up to meet my gaze. 


‘Mister Isbell, it's a pleasure." He started, something in his voice telling me that it was anything but. 


"Izzy, please." | got weirded out with the fucking ‘mister’ shit. 


He just gave me a look, "What seems to be the problem, sir?" 


| sighed, somewhat exasperated by the formalities. | chewed at my nails and curled in on myself a little before 
lowly explaining everything that had been happening for the past few weeks. He listened, or at least | assumed 
that's what he was doing. He scribbled down notes in his book and let out a couple "uh huhs" and other vague 


hums or noises. By the end of my explanation, he was regarding me with some interest. 


“Curious. Well, | would suggest that it's the flu but." 


"But what?" | asked, fear coiling in my stomach. 


"It just doesn't seem like the correct analysis. Follow me, Mister Isbell, | would like to run a few tests just to 


get to the bottom of this." 


My lip trembling and feet leaden with fear, | followed the doctor through the hospital. Watching over my 
shoulder as some other doctor went into the room after mine had spoken with the desk lady. | had no idea 
what to expect. | was fucking scared. Not even going to lie. 


And after | left the hospital, clutching a small folder that the doctor had given me full of information and the 
date for my next appointment, that fear had not been quelled. If anything, it had heightened. Consuming me 
fully and tearing apart my resolve in huge chunks at a time. 


| had no desire to return to the studio. | didn't feel much like talking to, or even seeing, the guys right then | 


was anxious. | wanted to get away. Go somewhere. Anywhere. 


The addict in me was pleading to go to a bar. To drown my sorrows in over-priced booze and cheap cigarettes 
and maybe even in the heady scent of some girl's perfume. But | couldn't. | had to get clean and stay clean. No 
smoking. No drinking. And right then, sex didn't seem the most appealing considering the circumstances. 


Taking a step outside the hospital, | made it to the bench before | collapsed. Letting the weight of what had 


transpired pull me down to an awkward sit. | watched the people come and go, lip trembling and breath uneven. 


As | lay eyes on one lady, stomach displayed proudly in flowing maternity wear as she held the hand of 
another small child to cross the parking lot, my resolve broke. | sobbed bitterly, drawing my knees to my 
chest and dropping my folder in the process. | couldn't even be bothered to care. | didn't care if | lost the date 
for my next appointment. Didn't care if | lost all the information or even the pictures I'd been given. It was 


unfair, and unexpected. It was a violent perversion of nature, no matter how "curious" the doctor had seen it. 


It was going to throw my entire fucking life off kilter, and | wasn't so sure | could take it. 


Just one Answer 


Author's Notes: 
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did at the end though, oops. I'd explain, but | don't want to spoil! =A= 


| eventually did go back to the studio. Eyes rimmed red from crying and throat raw from trying to hold it in. | 
held the folder tight to my chest, keeping my gaze down and avoiding everyone's questions. They wanted to 
know how it went. If | was okay. What was wrong with me. | simply grabbed my guitar and went home without 


answering them. 

With my guitar strapped to my back, | let the sound of my skateboard's wheels on the pavement numb my 
mind. | realized then that | wouldn't be able to do this a few months, weeks even, down the line. Skateboarding 
would be a no. Biking probably a null. Hiking maybe. | would become useless. Unable to do even the most basic of 
things | loved. | wondered briefly if I'd even be able to play guitar. Maybe for the first little while I'd be able to 
but then.. 


It was the sound of screeching brakes that pulled me out of my thoughts. Rubber pressing on metal and 
rubber again on asphalt as the butt end of the bike swung out. 


‘Izzy, man, hey!" 

| didn't stop. As far as | was concerned, Slash was part of my problem and | hoped he had fallen when he 
stopped. Unfortunately, he didn't. | had to practically jump off my board to keep from hitting him when he rode 
up in front of me. 

"What the fuck do you want?" | growled, 

He gave me a wide-eyed look, clearly not expecting the hostility. 


"Shit, Izzy, we're all fucking worried about you. You just took off, and." 


| want to be alone." | said flatly, kicking my board up and trying to walk around him. | glared when he hopped 
off his bike and grabbed my shoulders. "What?!" | snapped, unwillingly meeting his gaze when he grabbed me. 


"Jeff" He said firmly, trying to disguise the hurt in his voice. "What happened at the hospital?" 


"What do you care?" | spat, rolling my shoulders and pushing him away. "What does fucking anybody care? Just 


leave me the fuck alone. You especially.” 


Slash blinked, gaping at me like a fucking fish as | pushed past him and threw my board down to keep going. 
Okay, so maybe | felt a little guilty for being such a dick. The guy was just curious, if not actually worried. But 


honestly, | just wanted to go home, go to sleep, and maybe never wake up. 


Okay that was a little over-dramatic. But | did hope to lay in bed, or even just on the floor, and stop thinking 
for a little while. | was stressed, to say the least. | wanted to ease it, but couldn't use any of my previous 
methods of stress-relief. | wondered if maybe | could go to the beach or some shit. | was hesitant about 
surfing, but maybe | could just swim a bit. Walk along the water's edge and pretend | was in some stupid Rom- 


Com and waiting for my other half to come running after me. 


| sighed a bit. Yeah. That's what I'd do. Go hang out at the beach and just try and sort through shit in my own 
head. Opening the door to the apartment, | set my board at the door. Continuing in, | tucked my folder of stuff 


away in one of the closets, hoping that it would never be found. 


| went to the bedroom to get changed and decided to head out. 


It was probably around seven or eight by the time | got to the beach. Little waves crested over the sand and 
glistened in the red sunset. It wasn't especially busy, but it was already starting to cool down. Unrolling the 
sleeves of my shirt, | buttoned the bottom few buttons up as well. My fingers lingered over the last button, 
tears stinging my eyes again as | thought about it. 

| could have easily put an end to the madness. Gotten in a fight, waited a couple weeks and started doing some 
strenuous activity.. But the doctor had warned me that given the situation, any damage to it could potentially 
harm, if not kill, me. And more than that, what the hell kind of person would | be to do something like that? 


Even if the situation was nowhere near normal, | wasn't going to fucking do that. 


Sighing heavily, | dropped down into one little dune of soft sand. Sitting there and stretching my feet toward 


the water, | wondered about my options. 


So far | was thinking that | could run away and never look back; fess up and tell the guys, or at the very least 
tell Slash; or | could keep going without telling anyone and face the effects as they happened. 


| was leaning more toward my first plan. | could run away forever and just.. 
Abandon Guns. 

Abandon the guys. 

Abandon everything.. 


Okay, maybe it wasn't much brighter an option. Slash could go fuck himself, but | would miss the other guys 


pretty terribly. Laying back in the sand, | stared up at the sky. | knew that dwelling on it wasn't going to do 
anything unless | did something myself, but | was kind of scared to. 


Passing a hand anxiously over my stomach, my brows furrowed and | found myself swallowing thickly against 
tears. Had my parents known about what was wrong with me? Had it had something to do with the way | was 
brought up? | mean, they mostly ignored me, | was a latch-key kid that raised myself and only really got 
direction from my older brother. Had this been the reason behind it? 

A low, and ever familiar voice brought me back to reality. 


"Still not feeling well?" Axl asked as he stepped over the little hill of sand 


"How did you even find me?" | asked, the hand that wasn't resting on my stomach coming up to rest on my 


forehead. 


| have my ways." He shrugged, raising an eyebrow at the look | gave him. "I literally just walked around the 
entire beach looking for you." He said, "I figured you'd be here. You have a thing for sand when you're upset." 


| laughed a bit, looking him over as he lay down beside me. 

"So what's going on?" He asked, "You still not feeling well?" He motioned toward the hand on my stomach 

| bit my lip and shook my head. 

"Not it?" 

| averted my gaze 

"Oh, Jeff. Come here" He said, pulling me towards him and holding me as my body trembled. 

| had already cried so much that day, | had thought | wouldnt be able to cry more. Turns | was wrong, But | 
was glad that Axl had sensed it. Glad that he held me as | broke down all over again | clutched at his back as | 
cried, balling the thick flannel he wore in my hands and tugging. | all but wailed into his chest, only just hearing 


him as he tried to soothe me. 


"What's wrong?" He asked after I'd calmed down some, fingers combing through my hair as he tried to meet 


my gaze. 
"Y-you wouldn't believe me if | told you." | said weakly, shaking my head. 
"Try me. I'm all ears." 


| shook my head again and he gave me a stern look "Jeff." 


"Look... | can't.. | can't even wrap my own head around it, okay?" 


"Then we'll figure it out together, man, chill. Just tell me what's wrong." He stroked my side and | flinched. He 


raised an eyebrow and looked to where his hand was. "Did | hurt you?" 

"No... Just." 

"What's wrong?" 

My lip trembled as | finally met his gaze. Breaking, | let it all spill. | told him everything, starting right from 
Slash and | fucking and ending with my final thoughts about my parents. Axl listened, looking confused at some 
points, shocked at others, and only ever looking disgusted when | brought up the fact that Slash had practically 
fucked me without my permission. | had expected him to scream. Or laugh and tell me to lay off the drugs. 
Instead, he rolled me over and unbuttoned my shirt. 


"How far along?" He asked, running a hand over my mostly smooth stomach and eliciting a slight shiver. 


"Almost eight weeks.." | said quietly, keeping my gaze averted and not minding as Axl curiously smoothed over 


the slight bump. 

"Baby or beer?" He teased, looking up at me. | almost laughed 

"| haven't had a drink in so long." | murmured 

Ace 

"No." 

He sat back on my thighs, looking me over with an oddly soft expression 


"You're being oddly cool about this." | said, looking up at him. "When the doctor first told me, | tried to beat the 
snot out of him. | actually almost got thrown out of the hospital." 


Axl laughed, shaking his head. "It's fucked up. It really is. And Im still not sure | believe it, but.. You're fuckin’ 


freaked out, man. I'm not going to ignore that." 


"Thank you." | murmured, watching as he buttoned my shirt back up, rolled off me, and took up his spot laying 


next to me again. 


We lay in silence for a moment. | let my eyes fall shut and was unsurprised when | felt Axl shuffle closer. It 


was like old times, the only difference being that we lay upon sand in LA rather than the dusty old train 


tracks just outside Lafayette. | rolled over as my thoughts refused to silence, opening my eyes and looking at 


Axl. 

"Bill." | asked quietly, hearing him take a deep breath. | must have woken him up. 
"Yeah?" He asked back, voice thick with sleep. 

"What do | do?" | asked, voice trembling slightly. 


| felt Axl shift a bit next to me and next thing | knew he was sitting up and regarding me with a thoughtful 


expression. "Well. Do you wanna tell Slash?" 


| shook my head almost frantically. No way in hell was | telling Slash. Not now. Not ever if | could get away 
with it. Axl appeared thoughtful once again 


"Move in with me." He said plainly, "Let me take care of it. Take care of you." 
| frowned at him and he sighed. 


"Jeff, you can't deal with this alone like every other problem you've had. I'm asking you to let me take care of 
you and help you with.. With this kid. I'm not asking to start back up at the shit we got into when we were 
kids. l'm not going to take advantage of you like that. Besides, I'm with Duff. Sort of." He waved vaguely, "That's 


not really important. Point is I'm not out to get you." 


| knew he had a point. And being perfectly honest, | didn't want to deal with it alone. | also wasn't sure if | could 
keep going living under the same roof as the man that had pretty much raped me drunk and gotten me in this 
fucking situation by it. 


"Okay." | said quietly, earning a smile from Axl. "I'll. Ill move in for a bit then maybe get another apartment or 
a hotel room or something.." | looked up tiredly, managing a very weak smile. "Thank you." 


My Feet are Growing Tired 


Author's Notes: 
Thank you everyone for the wonderful feedback! This chapter will hopefully answer some wishes and questions 


all at once. Enjoy! 


It was with great effort and some time passed that | finally worked up the courage to go home and get my 
stuff. I'd spent a week, if not more, living on Axl's couch and borrowing his clothes. He had yet to tell Duff 
what was happening, and | wasn't quite sure | even wanted to tell him. However, | knew | would have to tell all 


the guys.. Eventually. 

The day | went back to the rundown shared apartment, | had hoped that no one would be home. Of course | 
couldn't get so lucky. | crept in, trying to be quiet as | possibly could as | went first to the closet I'd throw my 
folder in. As much as | didn't want to so much as look at it, | needed the date for my next appointment. 

It wasn't there. 

Frowning and thinking that | must have put it somewhere else, | continued to the bedroom. Slowly cracking the 
door open, | frowned again when | saw the folder open and on my dresser. Okay, | had definitely not left it in 
plain sight. But whatever, | had maybe a half hour to get all my shit moved to Axl's place. | wasn't going to 


dwell on oddities. 


Rummaging through my drawers, | got the off sensation that someone was watching me. Slowly lifting my gaze 


to the mirror, | all but leapt out of my skin at the sight of Slash standing there. 
"Jesus fuck!" | gasped. 


He gave me a tired look. He looked like he hasn't slept in days. With my lip trembling, | tried to go back to 
getting my stuff in order. 


"Where have you been?" He asked hoarsely. 

| wanted to ignore him. | was angry at him. But as | looked back to his reflection in the mirror, | hesitated 
"Been at Axl's" 

"Why?" He asked, looking both confused and like a kicked puppy all at the same time. 


He looked to my hands as | folded my clothes and got them ready to pack. Normally | would just shove 
everything in a bag and hope it would fit. But i needed to move a lot of stuff. So it was probably best there 


was some organization 

"Are you going somewhere?" 

"To Axl's." | responded simply, earning a furrowed brow and what almost looked like tears. 

"Look.. Izzy... 

| don't want to talk to you." | quipped, already anxious about his presence and now by his emotions. 

"Fuck, Izzy! Well | want to talk to you." He snapped, instantly drawing my gaze back up. | regarded his reflection 
with some shock. "Look, | found your fucking file thing.” He grumbled, "Well, actually, Steven found it. He went to 
go get his dope out of the closet and ended up having that hit him smuck in the head instead." 

| groaned quietly. Of course the closet | chose was Steven's hiding spot. 


"ls it true?" He asked. 


| bit my lip and frowned. | didn't want to talk about this. Least of all with him. | went back to folding my clothes 


and gasped when | suddenly felt hands grab me from behind and turn me around. 
"Is. It. True?" He repeated, looking down at me with intense brown eyes. 


"Which part?" | spat, "The part where | apparently have a fucking womb and ovaries? Or the part where l'm 
apparently pregnant with your spawn?" 


The grip on my shoulders tightened and | was worried he was going to hit me. He looked absolutely livid. 
"Both." He spat back, grinding his teeth. 

"Both true." | sneered, knocking his hands away and trying to shove him off me. 

He wound his arms around me and hugged me to his chest and | went limp. Unable to believe what was 
happening, | became frozen. He took a shaky breath that sounded heavy with tears and | almost felt guilty. 
Almost. 

‘Izzy, l'm sorry." He said quietly. 


"Get off of me." | muttered, trying once again to squirm from his grip, only to have him tighten it and try not 
to sob. 


"Are you going to keep it?" He asked, looking at me with teary eyes. 


| have to." | said flatly, thinking back on what the doctor had said. "They said it could hurt me to do anything 
too soon. Now get the fuck off of me" 


He finally seemed to listen and he stepped back, looking at me with an almost pained expression | turned back 
to my clothes, grabbing them in wads and handfuls and just shoving them into a plastic bag. | couldn't be 
damned to fucking fold them. | wanted out. | needed out. | couldn't spend another fucking minute in Saul's 


presence. 


Shoving the rest of my stuff into my bag, save any of my drug paraphernalia that | could no longer use but 
including my folder of stuff, | started my way to the front door. Grabbing my jacket and a couple hats out of 


the closet as | went and tucking my skateboard under my arm. 
"Izzy, wait." 


| let my hand linger on the door handle as | turned back around. Seeing Slash standing a little ways down the 
hallway, | frowned at the twinge of emotion | felt sift through me. 


"What are you planning on doing?" He asked. "Raising it alone?" 


| tipped my chin up, trying to save face despite the terror that tore through me at the thought that yes | 


was planning on doing all of this alone. 
"l am" | said truthfully. 


"Y-you cant." He started, sounding almost desperate. | didn't quite understand what his deal was, but | didn't 


really care either. 


| cut him off. "I can. | will. So fuck off. This wasn't planned | have no desire to spend the rest of my fucking life 
with you just because there's suddenly a kid in the mix. And | really don't care to have to try and make 
arrangements for shared custody or some fucking thing. | might not even keep it forever, | might just put it 
up for adoption or some shit. So whatever the fuck you're thinking, forget it. What we did was wrong and now | 
get to deal with the fallout. So just fuck off" 


| had never seen heartbreak in real time before. But | swear to God, that's exactly what | witnessed. Saul's 
gaze fell, his chest heaving as his hands came up to cover his face. He sobbed into his hand, and | left. | got as 
far as the car that Axl had let me borrow, starting to put stuff in before the guilt hit me. What I'd done was 
wrong, and | knew it. Even without this being as fucked a situation as it was, it was wrong of me to have 


reacted the way | did. 
| blamed the hormones. 


With a slight groan, | scrubbed at my face and shoved my stuff into the back of the car and slammed the 
door shut before marching back up to the apartment. | wasn't quite sure what I'd find as | let myself in, but 


Slash on the floor crying definitely wasn't it. | cringed slightly, guilt hitting me full force. Okay, sure, | had no 
love for him for what he did to me, but he didn't know. | didn't even know. And besides, he was one of my best 
friends, we'd done some questionable shit before we'd even banged the first time. And beside even that, if | 
just left him there, the band would go up in smoke. | mean, | wasn't sure how much longer | had for 


performing, but | wasn't ready to completely call it quits, as I'm sure Slash wasn't either. 


| stepped gingerly over to the other guitarist, crouching down next to him and putting a hand on his back. He 
flinched and shifted to look up at me. Confusion, hurt and borderline anger all swimming in his gaze. 


‘lm sorry." | said lowly, unable to look him in the eye. "I shouldn't have freaked out like that, but.. I'm kind of 
freaking out." He looked me over silently as | spoke. "Why don't we talk? We can go get coffee or some shit and 
go over the folder and just talk" 

"Are you still moving out?" He asked weakly. 

"Yeah." | nodded, sighing softly, "It's probably for the better right now, though. l.. | need time." My lip trembled 
slightly and | worried that | too would start crying. "Like | said, I'm kind of freaking out. l'm scared. | need to 
wrap my head around things." 

"And you're planning to do that alone?" His tone was accusatory, but | tried not to get angry about it. 

"| tend to think better alone." 

He sighed exasperatedly, "Fine." 

"So, coffee?" | asked, helping him sit up. 


"Yeah.. Yeah, coffee." He muttered, giving me a weak smile. 


| managed to smile back. 


20 Throw Down in my Fist of Rage 


Author's Notes: 
Bit of a longer chapter here.. Thank you everyone for the lovely feedback! I'll be trying to get back to respond 


to everyone as | can <3 


We went to a little coffee shop on the far end of town. Slash had left his hat at home and tied his hair back in 
hopes he wouldn't get recognized. | had the liberty of not being recognized anyway. Yeah, sure, there was 
always one or two diehard fans that knew who | was. For the most part, though, | was more heard than | was 


seen when it came to the band stuff. 

The conversation wasn't nearly as awkward as | thought it would be. Though | was a bit concerned by how 
eager Slash sounded. He almost sounded excited. Which | thought was weird. We were all pretty much 
submerged in the debaucherous lifestyle of being Guns 'n Roses. | wouldn't have thought kids were a thing he'd 
have wanted. | wouldn't have thought kids were something that any of the guys wanted Not that they, or 
rather, we really shouted it from the rooftops or anything. None of us ever used protection. 


"So do you know if its a boy or girl yet?" He asked, looking up at me with wide eyes. 


| lifted my chin. "Not for another couple weeks." | said. "Slash.." | continued, warning in my tone. "I might not be 


keeping it." 
His expression fell and he glared at me. "You can't just make that decision on your own" He snarled. 
"| can and | have." 


lm the fucking father, don't | get a say?" He asked, voice rising above a whisper and drawing some attention 


from people at tables next to us. | tried to calm him down 


"Saul.. Neither of us are suited for being parents." | spoke carefully, hesitantly reaching out and giving his hand 


a squeeze. His eyes closed and he looked away from me. 
"| know.." He said. 
"But..?" 


He looked back to me with sad eyes. "I've always wanted kids. | mean.. Yeah, sure, | was thinking after I'd had 


my fun with the band and the drinking, the drugging, all that shit. But." 


"Now that it's happened, you want to change" | offered. He nodded and | sighed. "Slash, man.. You understand 


that I'm not going to be able to carry this kid for nine months and then just give it up to you without a 
second thought, right?" 


"You seem perfectly okay with the idea of putting them up for some stranger to adopt." He said scornfully. 


‘Its not the same.." | said, | sounded pained even to myself. "If someone else takes them, | won't have to see 


them every day and suffer in silence." 


Saul's brows pulled together. He looked up at me with some sort of odd, curious, expression. "You want this 


baby.. Don't you..?" 


| cringed, gaze downcast. "I did a lot of thinking.. And talking with Axl.. I've been sober for almost two months, 
Slash." | spoke quietly, as if afraid. It was true though, what | said. Aside from the occasional slip ups, | had 
stopped drinking and using around the same time that the morning sickness had set in, not that | knew then 
that that was what it was at the time. And as soon as | had found out about the pregnancy.. I'd gotten 


completely clean. No slip ups or nothing. 

"And yeah.. Okay. | want the baby." | closed my eyes and sighed, "But I'm not suited to be a parent.” 

| really wasn't. That much was true. | didn't have a single domestic cell in my body. No natural paternal instinct, 
and certainly none instilled from my parents. The only thing | knew how to do was survive on the streets of 
LA after having done it for so fucking long before Guns took off. But that wasn't something you could teach a 
kid. And if it was, it wasn't the kind of situation you would hope for a kid. Especially not your own, even if you 


weren't a hundred per cent sure you wanted them. 
‘Izzy... Saul said softly, drawing my hand back into his when | tried to pull away. "Iz, hey.." | didn't even realize | 
was crying until | felt his thumb running over the tender skin of my cheek. "It's okay.. Its okay to want it. So 


you're not ready to be a parent.. You don't have to do it alone.." 


| recoiled a little. "Slash, you can't be suggesting what | think you are." | murmured, feeling a litte sick to my 


stomach at the thought. 

"Izzy, please." 

"We have no grounds for that kind of thing. 

"We could try, Izzy.. Please" 

| shook my head, feeling all too overwhelmed. "Saul, no. tm not going to enter a relationship with you just 
because there's a fucking kid in the mix. That's fucked up. It'd be too weird and would just end up blowing up in 


our faces." 


| stood up and pulled my hand away from his. Pulling out a wad of cash | threw it on the table. "That's for 


your coffee. Don't try and contact me." 
‘Izzy... lzzy, please..." 


| kept walking. 


A few days later | was laying sprawled out on Axl's couch. Duff was in the kitchen singing quietly to himself as 
he made up something to eat for his late-rising boyfriend and | was struck with the domesticity of their 
household. Even with me there it seemed that they had a beautiful little system going. | was almost inclined to 
say that Duff was like the woman of the house, except | knew that if | said that he'd either drop me or get 
offended. Not that | meant it in a rude way or anything. 


| had told Duff about the situation. He had finally asked if | was going to be living on their couch forever or if 
I'd be going back home. | told him I'd eventually be moving to a bed and he got weirded out so | explained. He 

took it rather well considering. He also apparently took that as an invitation to make it his personal mission to 
make sure | was okay. He kept food in the fridge and cupboards, which was a really big deal for us, and made 
sure that | wasn't uncomfortable on the pull out couch. He even lay with me once or twice to write lyrics and 


talk about shit. He went seriously out of his way to make the situation normal despite it being highly fucked 
up. 


Then, | was sitting at the kitchen table. Bowed tiredly over a bowl of cereal, | tried not to fall asleep in it. It 
was starting to take me a while to properly wake up in the mornings. I'd called to ask the doctor about feeling 
so damned tired all the time because Axl and Duff were concerned | was developing some form of narcolepsy. 
The doctor had told me it was normal to feel a bit more tired than usual. Fatigue was a symptom, apparently. 
And he'd told me that given my other medical history, it shouldn't have been a surprise. And if he hadn't have 
sounded like such a dick when he'd said it, I'd have agreed wholeheartedly. My other condition made me no 
stranger to feeling tired during the day, but this was a little ridiculous. After having ranted and raved to both 
Axl and Duff about it, | agreed to ask about something to treat my sleep apnea. 


For the first time since | was a child would | actually look at my sleep condition and fucking do something about 


it. It was a big step for me, doing something responsible, | mean. 


| was trying in vain to read the crap printed on the side of the cereal box, however, | couldn't concentrate. 


Duff lay a hand on my back and | jumped a little. 


"lz, mon.. Maybe you should go lie down. You look ready to go bottoms up in your fuckin’ Cheerios, dude." 


| yawned and shook my head, stretching a bit and shuddering. "lm fine." | muttered. 


Duff looked ready to respond when a knock came at the door. Turning to the clock and frowning, the bassist 
muttered under his breath. "Who the fuck..2" 


He went to answer the door, muttering something about people coming before noon | went back to blankly 


staring at the Cheerios box. When | heard a familiar, but unwelcome voice, however... | looked up, frowning. 


"Look, he doesn't want to talk to you." | heard Duff say. "Just give him some time and give him some space 
and then you can sort shit out. Understand?" 


"Duff, it's my fuckin’ kid.. | need to talk to him.” 


"IFs Izzy's kid too, and quite frarkly, it's his body and his say before yours. If he doesn't want to see you, you 


need to respect that. Give him time. And give him time when you're not fucking drunk.” 


"Would you fuck off, Mister High-n-Mighty?" | heard some scuffling. Looking back | saw Duff trying to push 
Slash back onto the porch. "Izzy! Jeffy, please talk to me about this. | know you're in there!" 


"Fuck of fl" Duff snapped, swinging a punch. 


The scuffle quickly escalated into a full on fight. | jumped from my seat and ran out to either try and break 
them up or do something They wrestled up against the outside wall and | stood awkwardly in the doorway, 
wanting to get involved, but not wanting to put myself in the compromising position of possible damage. | 


jumped in when Soul's fist collided twice with the side of Duff's head. Trying not to get hit myself, | tried to 
pry the two apart. 


"Guys.. Guysl Knock it off!" 


| tried to help Duff. He was pinned against the wall and breathing heavy, his nose bleeding as he tried to tear 
Saul's hand from around his neck. He finally managed to loosen the grip around his neck. When the hands shot 
back to try and grab at him, they struck me. Knocking me in the head, | stumbled back a bit, trying my 
damnedest not to fall. 


| ended up pulled back by Axl, his strong hands steadying me before he went in to try and sort out the 
situation. | had no idea when he had woken up, but he was out there anyway. Wearing nothing but a pair of 
boxers, he grabbed a handful off Saul's hair and wrenched him off of Duff. Throwing him onto the lawn, he 
threw himself on top of him and got a few punches in before Duff hauled him off. 


"Go the fuck home!" Axl hissed, spitting at the father of my child who lay bruising and drunk. "We'll get in 
fucking contact with you when we're damn well ready. You wanna be a fucking dad so bad? Learn to get sober 


first, you shit." 


"Like you'd know the first thing about being a dad" Saul growled. 


| don't." Axl said matter-of-factly. "But at least | know enough not to hit the carrier of your fucking kids!" He 
snapped. 


Slash looked like he'd been physically hit. | gingerly touched my cheek and discovered that it, along with my 
nose, was bleeding. Saul's rings had caught my cheek and his fist had connected with my nose. He looked at me 


with pain in his eyes. 
"Jeffy.. I'm sorry." He said quietly. 


My gaze fell. My lips pressed into a thin line. Duff ended up leading me inside. | could hear Slash and Axl still 


talking, arguing, and as soon as the front door shut, | burst into tears. 


| could have easily blamed the emotion on the hormones, but | didn't honestly think that was the reason for it. 
| cried for the situation as a whole. For the fact this was even happening. The fact | was pregnant. The fact 
that it had come from a drunken escapade. The fact that even though it had happened and that was 
unbelievable enough on its own, it had been by a man that | held no romantic interest in. The fact that said 
man couldn't get a fucking grip on the fact that | didn't want him to have anything to do with me or this baby. 
The fact that it was tearing the band apart. 


Duff held me as | cried, shoving a wad of toilet paper up his nose so he didn't bleed out on me as he held me 
and slowly went about checking my face. Sometimes | almost wished that Duff wasn't with Axl. Sometimes | 

wondered if | could be capable of loving him. He was so easy going. So caring. But of course, | was only getting 
one side of the coin. He took care of me because of what was happening and because we were friends. It was 


nothing like that 


Once | was taken care of, Axl had come in and started to tend to Duff. Kissing each little bruise and letting his 
fingers linger in loving touches. 


| wished that | could have that. 
| wished that there were someone that would do that for me. That | could do that to. 


| wished that | wasn't alone with this kid, because even if | had to be pregnant, it would have been so much 
better, so much easier to have had it be with someone | loved. Even unplanned, it would have been better to 


have been with someone that didn't come barging into the house drunk at nine in the morning. 


| still cared for Slash as a friend. We had been through a lot before the whole baby thing. But my respect for 
him was starting to dwindle. | didn't want to have to resort to cutting all communication with him, but | was 
scared. | was fucking terrified. He was acting weird. Possessive. | knew it wasn't him.. But | also wasn't sure how 


to get through to him to tell him that. 


And with all of this circling in my mind as | curled up on Axl and Duff's sofa, clutching at my stomach as | 
tried not to burst into another tearful fit, | wished, not for the first time, that | could get high. | wished | 
could take a hit. Of what? It didn't matter. 


| just wanted to numb the pain. 


m Feelin: Kind of Funky, Kind of Fine 


Author's Notes: 
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We couldn't find Slash. The day after the incident at Duff and Axl's, he took off. He at least had the decency to 
leave a note and some recordings for the album we were working on, but he fucking left. He gave us vague 
info. Telling us that he was still in the city and not to worry. He would apparently come back Eventually. Of 
course that didn't help for right then, though. As much as | didn't want to admit to caring, | was a little 


worried. 


Supposedly he had left contact information with Stevie, but had given explicit instructions not to share. | was 
somewhat pissed off with that fact. Especially considering that for the next two or three weeks to pass, 
Stevie would take off to this place that Slash was staying and stay for a couple days at a time. 


But | couldn't go. 
| was forbidden. 


| did, however, go back to the doctor's for my follow up appointment. So far, the baby was supposedly 
developing fine. | was transferred to some kind of baby specialist. The girl was great, sweet as a fucking lollipop 
and just as colourful. With her bright dyed hair and to die for cheeriness, | liked her immediately. She told me 
she was happy for me, and when | told her | was considering getting rid of the kid, she told me that any 
decision | made would be okay, but warned me against being rash. She had six kids of her own and, she'd 
confided in me, that the first one had been a similar situation to mine. Only difference was that the guy 
knocked her up and then fled. Denying that the kid was his and leaving her to deal with it alone. 


To cut the long story short, she had debated getting rid of the kid Even terminating the pregnancy. But then 
her knight in shining armour, slash current husband, changed her mind. | found it surprising that she had six 
kids. She was probably around my age; but she said she'd started young. So | guess the first kid had been the 
result of a teen pregnancy. It certainly explained the guy taking off anyway. To put it shortly though, the more 
| talked to her about it, the more seriously | thought about maybe keeping the kid. | could totally pull off single 
fatherhood. 


Sure, | was nowhere near prepared or ready. But | could do this shit. | survived Guns r' fucking Roses during 


the birthing stages. | could so handle having an actual baby. 
Maybe. 


| still wondered after Slash though. | hadn't heard from him in weeks. It was odd after his ‘wanna be involved! 


speal. 


It was lying on the couch at Duff and Axl's that | recalled all this. Lying on my side with a hand on my slightly 
rounder tummy, | listened vaguely to the stereo, trying to focus on the mixes Axl was playing, but unable to 


concentrate. 

"Hey, Iz.? You okay, man? You keep phasing out. Are you even listening?" 

| shook myself out of yet another daze. 

I'm fine." | sighed, scrubbing at my face. "Sorry, what was that you were saying?" 
"Show us the riff you were working on so Duff knows what he's doing." 


| sighed again, slowly sitting up and reaching to flick my amp on and grab my guitar. | still wasn't sure how long 
| was going to be able to do shit like this. Already the bump, however slight it was, was causing me mild 
discomfort with things. | could tell | had put on weight aside from the growing fetus inside me. The doctor had 
assured me it was normal, and really, necessary since | had been pretty thin before. It probably had something 
to do with the fact that Duff was making sure | ate regular meals --if even at irregular hours-- every day 


as opposed to rarely eating. 


Shuffling to the edge of the couch, | held the guitar in my lap and strummed absently. | waited til Duff 
matched my notes before | started to play the song I'd been working on. He matched it and gradually began to 
work his magic of adding and taking away to make his own rhythm. 


We jammed a bit, recorded snip its, and fell out of working. | had actually just let my eyes slip shut when the 
front door opened and Steven came waltzing in. Though | was upset at having been roused from my ever-so- 


precious slumber, | wasn't about to miss my chance either. | got up and followed Steven down the hall. He was 


pulling a baggy of shit out of his pocket and | pushed him into the bathroom. 
"Hey, what the fu--?!" 


| put a hand over his mouth and kicked the door shut. The blond looked at me with the most confused 


expression on his face and | almost laughed. Almost. 


"Are you ever going to tell me, or any of the guys for that matter, where the fuck Slash went?" | hissed, 
glaring down at the shorter blond 


| can't!" Stevie yelped. "Im sorry, Izzy, | promised!" 


"Fuck the promise.’ | slammed my fist into the wall. Stevie gave me a defiant look, but | knew he wouldn't run 


or try and tackle me or anything. "Where the fuck is the father of my child?" 


At least Steven had the sense to look halfways guilty. "I can't tell you, Izzy. l'm sorry.. | wish | could" 

He tried to slink away. | grabbed him and held him against the wall by the collar of his shirt. He glared and | 
wondered if maybe | was pushing my luck. | didn't want to ruin every single friendship | had and singlehandedly 
tear the band apart. But apparently that's what | was doing anyway, regardless of whether | tried not to. 


"Tell me." | growled. Steven shook his head and | slammed him against the wall. "Fucking fel! me” | shouted and 


heard both Axl and Duff come running. 

Stevie still glared, but slowly he relaxed in my grip. "You know that place on the beach where we used to get 
rock before we went surfing?" | nodded slowly, | only vaguely remembered. "He's like two houses down from 
there." 

What the fuck 

My grip slowly loosened. Axl and Duff were still watching warily from the door, but | pushed past them. 
Grabbing my shoes and jacket, | zipped it up and tugged the bottom so that it settled just below my stomach. 
Thank God | had some oversized clothing and Axl's wardrobe to steal from. It seemed that my belly was 
getting slightly bigger with each passing day. | fucking hated it. 


‘Izzy... Axl sighed as he wandered out and watched me get dressed to go outside. "Where are you going?" 


"To find Slash and put things straight" | said, grunting as | tried to balance to put my shoes on, eventually 
ending up having to sit in a chair. | really wasn’t that far along, but | wasn't used to it. At all 


| thought you didn't want to have anything to do with him?" 


| put my foot down once I'd finished dicking around with my shoe laces. "I don't. But this is fucking ridiculous." 
Getting to my feet, | went to the door and was just about to open it when | felt Axl's hand on my shoulder. 


"What are you expecting to accomplish through this?" He asked softly. 
| sighed. "Clarity, maybe?" | didn't know. | was just sick of the dancing around each other and the bitching. 


Axl sighed and | left. 


| didn't know what to expect when | finally found the place. Hell. | didn't even know what | was going to say upon 
going in, but as | walked up to the door and knocked, | found myself gripped with anxiety. | could have at least 


brought someone with me. | was alone, and there was nothing stopping anyone from jumping me. Not that | was 


really worried about random strangers attacking me.. | was more concerned that Slash might have been drunk 


or strung out and pissed the fuck off. 

| knocked. Once. Twice. Thrice before anyone answered. 

At first | didn't recognize him. His hair was in complete disarray and his jaw was peppered in thick stubble. He 
wore long sleeves despite the heat, and even though he looked like absolute shit, | couldn't help but notice that 
he smelled of Irish Spring soap. He looked at me as though he were seeing a ghost. 

‘Izzy... He choked. 

"Hi." | said, feeling kind of awkward. 

"What... Why..2" 

"Wanted to see you." | shrugged, "You haven't been around, man...” My anxiety grew as | stood on the porch 
with him staring at me with such shock. "Can l.. Can | come in?" | asked, trying to peek past him and into the 


house. 


He seemed to get snapped out of his daze. "Y-yeah! Yeah. Of.. Of course." He stammered, stepping aside and 
letting me step past him. 


"Thanks." | murmured as | went inside, looking around curiously. | was surprised to see the place was halfways 
g y P P Y 


clean | was so used to our places being completely trashed that a clean house was close enough to a miracle. 
| slowly unzipped my jacket and pulled it off, trying not to react to Saul's shocked stare 

"Holy shit, Izzy" 

| looked over my shoulder at him, a confused expression on my face. "What?" I'd kind of forgotten that he 
hadn't seen me in weeks and that | had been spending said weeks inside with Duff and Axl who had come to see 
this situation as completely normal 

'H-how far along are you?" He asked hesitantly. 

"About three months" | responded. 

"Has it really been that long?" 

| nodded. "Yeah, shit's crazy." | murmured, "But | mean, | was two when | first found out. So its only been a 


month of.. Of this." | looked back up at him, frown pulling at my lips. "What have you been doing, Slash? It's 


been weeks. The guys are worried about you. l'm worried about you." 


It took him a moment to speak. Nervous eyes ran over my body and made me feel thoroughly exposed. He bit 
his lip periodically as he seemed to try and think of what to say. Finally, instead of answering me, he avoided 
my question with a question of his own. 

"Did you want something to drink or anything?" 


| frowned, trying not to glare. My voice was cold when | said, "I can't." 


He brought a hand to his face with an irritated look. "I didn't mean it like that. | meant a drink Juice. Water. A 
fucking Coke or something." He continued, grumbling under his breath so that | could only just hear him. "I don't 


even have any fucking alcohol.” 
"What did you just say?" | asked, somewhat shocked. 


He all but glared at me as he looked up. "I said; ‘| don't even have any fucking alcohol’. That's why I've been 
here. That's why | left. So | could try and get clean. I'm going on week three of being sober" 


| almost collapsed. | forced myself over to the couch with shaking legs. What the fuck? Why? What was he 
trying to accomplish? 


"So do you wanna drink?" He asked 

| nodded weakly. "Orange juice if you have some." | said meekly. 

He nodded and went to go grab me a glass. | watched him with wide eyes. | didn't understand what he was doing 
or why. | didn't understand why | was so happy to hear that he was getting clean | was almost hopeful What 
for, | wasn't sure. But it made my heart beat fast and my palms clammy. Slash came back and gave me a 
large tumbler full of orange juice. | thanked him quietly as | took it and sipped at it. | didn't know why, but since 
being pregnant and quitting smoking and drinking, orange juice had become my ambrosia. | was addicted to the 
shit. 

Slash sat down next to me and hesitantly looked me over. 

"So two weeks sober..2" | managed to get out. 

"Yeah." He muttered, "Two weeks without slip ups, anyway.. Stevie's been helping me through." 

“That's ironic. He had an ounce of blow when | went to talk to him not even an hour ago." 

Slash laughed, "He was helping me get sober. Not himself. If anything, my getting sober fueled his addiction | 


had the worst fucking withdrawals." He murmured, hiding behind his hair. "So.. Three months?" He asked. | could 


tell he was looking at my stomach. 


"Yeah." | said softly, looking myself over and chewing at my lip nervously. | looked back up at him and sighed, 
reading the question that he was trying to hide. "You can touch." | said quietly, blushing a bit. It always sounded 
so fucking weird. It always felt fucking weird. | wondered if pregnant women ever got weirded out by people 


wanting to touch their belly or if it was just me feeling awkward about my situation 


He was hesitant, but slowly his hand came out to smooth over the curve of my stomach. His touch was so 


scarily gentle | had to try not to get emotional about it. 
"Did you pick a name yet?" He asked curiously. 
| shook my head. "No, | don't know the sex yet. | wanted to wait." 


| bit my lip as | looked down at his hand, pained by the underlying awkwardness in our words and actions. | 
wanted so desperately for things to go back to how they were. We were best fucking friends. We had lived 
together for more than a year. Shared each other's shit. Smoked each other's dope. Snorted each other's lines. 
Drank each other's booze. Had each other's backs. Fucked each other's chicks and even fucked them together. 
Things hadn't even been this awkward after that time I'd creamed on his leg. Though | supposed this was a bit 


more significant than a cum-stain. 


In a spur of the moment decision, | set my drink on the end table, wrenched myself around, and threw my 


arms around him. He made a small choked noise of surprise, but soon enough, his arms circled my waist. 
It took me a few minutes before | realized he was crying. 
"Saul..?" | asked tentatively, "Slash, are you okay?" 


‘lm sorry, Jeffy..” He sniffled. "l'm sorry | hit you. Im sorry | fucked this up. I'm sorry.. This is all my fault. 


l'm sorry | ever came on to you." 


| blushed a bit, looking down at him with uncertainty in my gaze. "Slash.. Hey, Slasher, it's okay.." | said, trying 
to keep my voice calm and even. "You didn't mean to hit me. Neither of us knew this would happen.. And." | 
hesitated at the next part. "If | really hadn't wanted you to fuck me either of those times, | would have fuckin’ 
stopped you." | hesitated again, feeling him look up. | blushed hard. "I'm serious. | can still take you. Even when 


you're drunk." 
He smiled weakly before letting the side of his face rest on my tummy. | pressed my lips into a thin line at 
how peaceful he looked. It was as though he were Atlas and my admission that he hadn't hurt me in anyway 


had lifted the actual weight of the world from his shoulders. 


"So are you sure you're only at three months?" He asked me, head still resting on my tummy. He had a 


familiar catty grin on his face. 


| frowned at his insinuation, unable to relish in the joy that things were starting to move forward. "Yes l'm 


sure." | grumbled, moving so to sit cross-legged on the couch and thus forcing his head from my tummy. 
| promptly took my juice back and huddled into myself, self-consciousness getting the better of me. It had 


never bothered me before if my weight fluxuated. Booze and other questionable substances had not been the 
kindest to my body over the years and there had been times were | should have been embarrassed. However, 
none of it seemed to compare to this. | didn't understand why it bothered me so much, but | didn't like it. At 


all. 


"Hey." Slash drawled, pressing into me as he sat up straight. "| didn't mean it like that” He said, "I was just.. | 
don't know. I'd done some reading over the past few weeks and it doesn't add up." 


| shrugged, staring at my glass with my lips pressed hard together. "| know.. | had actually been thinking the 
same thing." | sighed, "I asked the doctor if we could meet and talk about it and I'm actually going down after 
lunch today." 

Slash took up that broody, curious expression. | sighed. 

"Go ahead and ask, man" 

"Can | tag along?" 


| shrugged. "You might as well." 


He smiled at me and | couldn't help but blush. 


Breakdown 
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As was planned, | went out for lunch before going to the doctor's. | didn't eat, of course, | was going in for 
ultrasounds. But | did do as I'd planned and gone to walk the beach, the only difference between my plan and 
what had actually happened was that Slash tagged along with me. We spent the time reconnecting. Not even 
focusing on the baby until we started toward the hospital. | told him about my thoughts to keep it and he 
seemed happy. | was somewhat nervous as we walked into the doctor's office. Every time I'd come before, | 
had come alone. | was anxious to introduce Slash and Mandy, my doctor, to each other. Especially after the 
awkward having to explain why my face was cut and bruised one day I'd come in. 

When Mandy finally did come in, apologizing about being late and beginning to chat idly about the drive in as 
she went about setting up, | smiled nervously. Slash shifted uncomfortably, especially when Mandy finally 
seemed to notice that Slash was there. 

"Oh, I'm sorry. Who's this?" She asked, coming forward and taking Saul's hand. "You look familiar. I'm Mandy." 
"Um. Saul” He murmured, giving her hand a slight squeeze. 

"Are you a friend?" 


"Actually." He paused, looking down at me before looking back up. "Yeah. I'm a friend. I'm the dad" 


Mandy raised an eyebrow, lips parted slightly in surprise as she looked to me. | just shrugged. Regaining her 
professional air, Mandy nodded. 


"So you're here to see the ultrasounds?" She asked, a certain chipper tone to her voice. 
"lam." 


Excellent. Just let me get set up. Jeff, you should be familiar with procedure now. Why don't you walk.. Um. 
Saul.. Through it?" 


| laughed, swinging my legs up onto the bed. “Sure thing." | murmured, shuffling up a bit and getting 


comfortable. 


"Procedure?" Slash asked, somewhat confused. 


"Yeah. Basically | lie down and pull my shirt up. Not too finicky." 
"Oh." 


| gave him a bit of a smile before my gaze was concentrated on Mandy. She came over and spread the cool 
gel over my stomach once I'd unbuttoned my shirt and pulled it off. | bit my lip as the transmitter smoothed 
over my skin, gaze trained on the grainy image on the screen. It was so strange, seeing the picture of my 


insides, | mean. 


"Well, we're looking good so far." Mandy said softly, | shifted a bit as the device moved. "Ohl" She exclaimed, 


looking at the screen with some interest. 


| tried not to break into a cold sweat. Anxiety tearing at my insides, | was surprised the butterflies didn’t show 
up on that damned ultrasound. Sensing my worry, Slash's hand gently found mine and squeezed. 


"What is it?" He asked for me as | tried to focus on breathing. 


Mandy's brow furrowed slightly. "Well. It's just.. We'll have to make some print outs and review it to be sure 
but.. | think that's another head right there. And either another arm or leg." 


My heart stopped. Go figure my thoughts jumped to panicked worrying about whether my kid had some kind of 
abnormality because of my fucked upedness. But when Mandy congratulated me, it sort of clicked. 


"Are you saying..2" | breathed. 


"I have no idea how any other ultrasound tech you've seen could have missed it, unless they just didn't 


mention it, but yes. | think you're having twins, Jeff. Congratulations. Both of you." 


| watched in awe as Mandy went about finding different angles and snapping pictures with her little sonography 
thing. | was overwhelmed. On the verge of tears, | looked to Slash and found him watching the screen with 
some sort of wonder. | didn't understand. | didn't understand any of it. Saul's desperate need to be involved or 


the fact that it was even a possibility for me to have two babies in me instead of just one. 


As if on queue, Mandy began wondering out loud about it. Instead of making me feel like some weird science 
experiment with it though, as other doctors had, she made some sense of the scary situation. She explained 
that it might have been caused by my ovaries being dormant for so long and then being thrown into overdrive. 
| didn't know. | still thought it was weird as fuck that this was possible and happening. 


But Slash looked so happy. Almost proud as he stared at the grainy images on the screen. It was with great 
hesitance, it seemed, that he stepped forward and touched the screen. Pulling his hand away as though burned, 
he turned back to look at me, an odd expression on his face. | felt Mandy's hand on my shoulder and when | 


looked up, she was holding out a box of tissues. | hadn't even realized | was crying. Which seemed to be a norm 


lately. Taking a tissue, | gave my doctor a weak smile. 
"How are you feeling?" She asked me as she went about cleaning the gel from my stomach. 
"Scared as all hell" | admit. 


She gave me a sympathetic smile. "Are you happy though? You were just talking last time I'd seen you about 
keeping the child" 


| bit my lip as | pulled my shirt on. "Yeah... Yeah, I'm happy. Just a bit shocked is all. Okay. More like really 
shocked." | hesitated, looking up and noticing the way Slash was looking at me. It was fucking weird. "B-but yeah. 
I'm happy.” 


"Good" Mandy said softly, patting my shoulder. "I'll get the scans printed and looked at as soon as | can. You 
wanna come back next week and we'll look at them together?" She hesitated, looking to Slash for a moment. 


"Saul's welcome to come too if you want him to." 


| swallowed thickly and nodded, concentrating my gaze on my fingers as | buttoned my shirt back up. | had no 
idea what to think now. | had been completely okay with the idea of raising the kid on my own. Key word: kid 
Now there was apparently two of them. Well, there had been two of them the whole time, but that wasn't the 
point. The point was, | was fucked And, | would admit, | was fucking scared. 


My hands shook by the time | reached the final button. Only just managing to keep it together, | wandered out 


of the bed and out of the room, saying my goodbyes in monotone and vaguely aware of Slash following me. 
‘Izzy, hey..!" He called, desperately trying to get my attention as | continued walking. "Izzy... Wait up." 


My lip trembled and by the time I'd reached the men's washroom, | was in tears. Slash caught the door of the 
stall | had tried to lock myself into and looked down at me. His gaze was full of concern and | found myself 
gasping, trying not to break down completely. 


"Are you okay?" He asked softly, moving a bit so that | was pushed further into the stall and he could shut 
the door behind us. "Talk to me, Jeffy.. What's goin’ through your head right now?" 


| took a few shuddering breaths, looking anywhere but at him. “I'm fucked" | finally sobbed. Slash quickly threw 
his arms around me and caught me as my legs gave out. "I don't want this." | whimpered, unable to claw 


anxiously at my stomach as Saul held my hands away. "I don't want any of this." 
"Shh... Izzy, it's okay.. It's okay. We'll figure it out” 
"Easy for you to say!" | screamed, trying desperately to wrench myself from his grip. " You dont have fo 


fucking carry them for eight more fucking months! You won't have to get looked at lke some fucking freak! You 
dont even have to be associated with them if you dont want to be! What the fuck do you mean it's okay? H is 


the furthest fucking thing from okay! Why did you do this to me?! | sobbed pitifully, wailing as | beat my fists 
against him and tried to get him off of me. "Why is this happening to me?" | whimpered, a sudden bonelessness 
coming over me. | sank into him and he sank to the floor with me. Holding me as | cried gut-wrenching, horrific 


sobs. "Why is this happening to me?" 


Saul remained quiet, stroking my back as though | were a kitten or something far more precious. Softly 
shushing me when | would loose a hiccup or tiny whine. On the strangely clean bathroom floor of the hospital, 


he held me. 
And | felt safe. 


"| can't even hope to fry to understand what you're going through, Jeffy. I'm sorry.. I'm sorry. | wish Id 


known--" 


"You wish you had known?!" | bellowed, trying in vain to shove against him. "Fuck you and your ‘| wish /had 
known'! | wish | had fucking known! | wish | had known that | was some freak of fucking nature. Now I'm fucking 
stuck with your piece of shit fucking kids inside me and | can't have them taken out" 


Slash hit me. Punching me square in the jaw, he hauled me to my feet and put me down sitting on the toilet. | 


held my face in shock as he stood over me. 


"I'm really sorry for that.” He said, voice soft as it usually was, though there was an edge to it that was only 
ever heard when he was really pissed about something. "But you need to shut the fuck up, Jeff. Listen to 
yourself. Listen to me. | know, and you have every fucking right to hate me, okay? But | know. This is a shit 
situation and l'm fucking sorry okay? But | won't listen to you fucking talk like that. We will get through this and 
| want to try and get through it together. So you don't want to fake a relationship just because we apparently 
have kids. We'll fuckin’ work something out. We're friends, Izzy. We're still friends. You're like another fucking 
brother to me and | don't want you to go through this alone. | know you're hurting. | know you're suffering. But 
please. Let me help." 


| stared, completely dumbfounded by his words. He wanted to help? Why? 
| voiced my questions and got a sigh in response. 
"Because | care about you and fucking weirdly enough, | care about these kids." 


More dumbfoundedness on my part. | didn't fucking understand. Why would he care about the kids? Why 


wouldhe care about me for that matter? Why did he even care? 


"Jeff... | know this is a really fucked up situation But you have to understand. Yeah, okay. We fucked up. | 
fucked up. Now we, and |, have to deal with the fallout. | want to help." 


"Since when have you been so adult about things?" | asked, still at a loss. 


"Since a few weeks ago when | fought with Axl. After you and Duff went back into the house.. He said some 
things.. It inspired me, really. So | started to get sober, and now it's been two weeks straight. | want to try, 
Izzy. | want to help. And maybe, if you'll allow me, | want to be a father to these kids. A proper one. Not one 


that leaves like mine did and not one that just ignores his kid like yours did” 


Sweet Child 
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We moved back into our shared apartment after another couple weeks. We'd gone back in to see Mandy about 
the ultrasounds and there were in fact two babes in my womb. It was extremely strange to think about, but 
Slash had helped me get over the initial terror and | was back to being halfways excited. Still scared as all hell, 
mind you, but excited nonetheless. It was a different direction to be moving in and | wanted to make the best 
of it. I'd end up blowing my brains out otherwise. 


Slash and | fell back into our usual systems. This time, however, there was that tangible difference that power 
had shifted. Slash slept on the couch because | wanted a boundary between us. It was because that boundary 
of "friends" had grown lax that we had gotten into this mess in the first place. Not that Slash could make me 
more pregnant than | already was, | didn't want to deal with the messiness of fucking this up. We were friends. 
We fucked. | got pregnant. We were dealing. That's literally it. Sure, | had thought he was okay in that light. But 
that was before he knocked me the fuck up. 


As the weeks went on things became more noticeable. | still spent a lot of time inside at Axl and Duff's for 
that reason. Axl seemed to be getting increasingly excited with each day passed. It was kind of odd, but 
endearing at the same time. | was pretty sure | only had any enthusiasm for this thing because of him. When | 
had told Duff and Axl that | was having twins, they had both freaked. Acting like complete girls as they hugged 
me and told me they were happy for me and all that shit. Slowly Slash began to rejoin the group, making 
mention of his new found sobriety and responsibility. Things were coming back to normal, but i still couldnt 


help but feel like the elephant in the room. 
No pun intended. 


| was somewhere between fifteen and twenty weeks and | felt big. | had never been one to be overly self- 
aware, but never before had | been, say, seventeen weeks pregnant with twins. It was starting to get 
noticeable. | could still hide it, but | was getting less and less inclined to try and do so because the more | tried, 
the harder the fallout was. Noticing my struggle, Axl and Duff had both given me free range over their 
shared closet, to which | was eternally grateful. Between Axl being built like a fucking barrel and Duff being like 
seven feet tall, there was almost enough over-sized clothing for me to drown in for many of the months to 
come. That goes without mentioning the nearly constant butterfly-like feeling from the fuckers moving around 


near constantly. 


"Hey! Hey, Iz!" | turned to see Axl waving at me from the front door as he came in, drenched with the rain 


that had followed him in from outside. "Was just thinking about you." He chuckled as he kicked his shoes off 


and tossed them aside, shedding his jacket as well and throwing it over the back of a chair to dry. Duff came 


in behind him, seemingly unamused as he tripped over Axl's shoes. 


"Axl, put your shit away, man." He grumbled, tossing some bags of groceries on the table and watching with a 
roll of his eyes and a soft sigh as his boyfriend ignored his request and scrambled over to me instead. 


| made a noise as he came up next to me and threw an arm around my shoulders. His hair was damp and the 
wet was seeping through my sweater. He gave me a cheeky grin and | almost wanted to hit him. | knew that 
that was the sole purpose of him coming over to be all fucking cuddly with me. He hadn't changed that much 
from since he was fucking fifteen. | swear he got off on getting me soaked and annoyed. Every time | stayed 
inside during rain, he made a point of going out, coming back in, and fucking hugging me. | had no idea why, but 


that was Axl. Nothing made even the slightest bit of sense with the fucker. 


"You were thinking about me? Or you planning on pissing me off?" | asked, radiating unamusement as he grinned 


up at me. "Come on, man, piss off already, you're getting your rain-drip all up in my sandwich, you ass." 


Laughing, he let go of me and let me get back to cutting my sandwich in half. "I actually was thinking about 
you." He mused, watching as | wrapped one half of the sandwich and put it in the fridge and came back for the 
other half. | still wasn't used to eating regular portioned meals. "Duff n' | both were." He continued, plopping 


himself down at the table as | turned to lean against the counter as | faced him. 


"Oh?" | asked, taking a bite out of my half a sandwich and humming contentedly as my latest dumb craving 
was satisfied. 


"We were at the store." Duff picked up, taking Axl's shoes and throwing them over the heating register so 
they could dry out. "Saw some stuff and made us wonder about the kids." 


"What kind of stuff?" | wondered, brow furrowed slightly as my eyes followed Duff. He sat in Axl's lap as the 
redhead motioned for him to do so, the old wooden chair creaking a bit at their combined weight, but gladly 
holding them both regardless. 


"Baby stuff, duh." Axl mused, "We were gonna pick something up, but then we realized we don't know what 
they're gonna be." 


"lm hoping for human" | deadpanned, earning a barked laugh from Duff and an unamused look from Axl. 
"No, dumbass. Boy or girl or what." 


"Oh!" Okay, that made a bit more sense. | chewed slowly as | thought, | didn't know the sexes yet either and 
wouldn't know for another little bit. "lm scheduled to go in sometime in the next few weeks. Too early to tell 
yet." | murmured, finishing off my half a sandwich and wondering after the second. | wasn't especially hungry, 


but the fucking craving for that stupid ham sandwich with pickles and mustard was still there. | think the 


cravings were starting to lean in for top position as ‘Worse Side-Effect of Pregnancy’ over the morning 


sickness. | mean, yeah, that had sucked the big one. But at least puking was something | could understand. The 


cravings made no Goddamn sense. 
"Damn" Axl muttered, "Looks like you gotta wait to get stuff then" 


| sighed softly as | went to the fridge and grabbed my other half a sandwich, "Axl, I've already told you. | don't 
want you to get me anything. Seriously." 


"And I've told you, multiple times in fact, to shut the fuck up because you're fucking getting stuff. I've already 
promised to spoil these kids rotten, so fuck off." 


| couldn't help but crack a grin. As much as | resented him for making me have to go get changed after lunch 
in his "let's soak Izzy" spree, | couldn't help but love the fact that he was so in on helping me take care of the 
kids. He'd even talked about it with both me and Duff and we'd reached an agreement that if | decided that | 
wasn't up to taking care of the kids, then they would. They agreed to legally adopt them and all that other shit 
if | ended up changing my mind between then and the end, that way | wouldn't have to endure actually 
separating from them, and both Axl and Duff could indulge in their huge desire to each be a parent. 


We chatted idly as | sat up on the counter and ate my second half of my sandwich, a vague smile across my 
face each time Duff and Axl got off topic and ended up smothering each other in love. Really, it was almost 
sickening. But at the same time, it was so sweet you couldn't help but watch. Each whispered endearment, each 
stolen kiss, and the way they looked at each other as though the only thing that mattered was the other. | 
still wished | had something like that. | didn't know who | desired to have it with, but | wanted it. 


"So we're gonna go back out, man" Duff finally said, slowly peeling himself out of Axl's lap. "We told Shannon 
we'd help him move a couch into his new place, don't want the thing getting rotten in the rain. You can stay 


here if you want, but if you go home just make sure you lock the door." 


"Sure." | responded, thoughts deviating a little at the mention of mine and Axl's old friend from home. | 
wondered how he'd react to see me now. Probably not all that well. | mean, Shannon's a nice kid, but let's face 
it. Even the nicest people will think that some stuff is just plain fucked up. "Anything you guys want done here 
today?" | asked, hopping down from the counter. Since | wasn't able to do my sports stuff anymore I'd taken to 
keeping myself busy with little spurts of light housework 


"Nah, man. It's good. Thanks for the offer though." 


| shrugged, muttering a short "alright" as | watched them get back into their still-wet jackets and shoes. "See 
ya's later." | said, giving them a short wave as they left. 


Alone again, | wondered what | could do. | could veg out in front of the TV, or play guitar, or something to that 
extent, but really | was getting sick of being cooped up inside. Getting-obvious-baby-bump or not, | wanted to 
go out and do something. | went down the hall to Duff and Axl's bedroom to try and find something to wear, 


seeing as | was still in my pajamas despite it being one o'clock on a Wednesday afternoon. 


As | rummaged through the drawers | unfortunately found something that | kind of hoped | hadn't. Along with 
the usual odd clothing that made it into the wrong drawer, my hand wrapped around something that felt very 
out of place. It was hard and oddly shaped and as | pulled it out | discovered that it was in fact a butt-plug. 


"For fuck's sakes!" | hissed, tossing it aside. | was pretty sure it was well-cleaned and | was only too aware of 
the kinky shit that Axl and Duff got up to, but fucking still | sighed heavily as | reached the bottom of the 
drawer and found more stuff that was not clothing. Among the collection of supposedly well-hidden items 
there was a little finger vibrator, a bottle of lube, and some porn mags. Somewhat irritated, | tossed the other 
things away, but found myself idly flipping through one of the magazines. In my own defence, it had been 
fucking months since I'd gotten any, and in my defence, the chick on the cover was fucking hot. | just wanted to 
see who she was. Totally. 


| chewed at my lip as | went through the pages, my breathing hitched slightly and a warmth swelling in my 
lower stomach. My free hand wandered down past the slight swell of my stomach and to the straining fabric 
of my PJ bottoms. | exhaled deeply through my nose at the first tentative touch, my hips snapping up to 
meet my hand. Fuck it had been a while. | felt like an over-eager teenage boy. | hummed quietly as | reached 
my hand down my pants and pushed my boxers down just enough to free my erection, gaze still lingering over 
the porn mag. | started to stroke myself slowly as | flipped the page, breath hitching again at the latest image. 
My hand sped up slightly, a taut heat starting deep within me. My hips stuttered into my hand and | realized | 


was already very close to finishing. 

| almost did, too. But my little moment was ruined by the sound of the front door opening. 

"Hey, anyone home?" Saul's voice called. 

| groaned quietly in mild disappointment as | reluctantly tucked myself back into my boxers and tossed the 
magazine, as well as everything else I'd found, back into the drawer. | shifted uncomforably as | went back to 


trying to find something to wear. | decided I'd have to take a cold shower before | got dressed, 


Heavy footfalls down the hallway drew my gaze up, my hands trembling slightly in my need to finish what I'd 
started. 


"Oh, Izzy. Slash seemed surprised to see me, a hand pushing his hair out of his face as he looked me over, 
that same odd fondness in his gaze doing funny things to my then really-fucking-horny self. "Duff or Axl 


around?" 


"Uh... No." | managed to get out, gaze tearing back down to the drawers as | grabbed the first shirt | saw and 
a pair of Axl's jeans. "Th-they just left to go help a friend unload furniture." 


"Oh" A troubled look passed over Saul's face. "Okay then’ 


"Yeah." | muttered, closing the drawer and moving to go to the bathroom. 


"What are you up to today, then?" He asked, following me down the hallway and pausing at the doorway as | 
slipped into the bathroom. 


| was somewhat irritated. My loose-fitting pajamas were not helping my fucking situation The fabric brushed 
against my hard-on every step | took and tightened over the bulge. | thought | felt Slash looking right at it, 
but he very well could have been looking goofily at my tummy as he sometimes did. Probably thinking about 
the kids. His kids. It was a weird thought, really. 


"Nothing." | said, wanting nothing more than to shut the door and fix myself before | ended up blue-balling 
myself. 


"You wanna hang out?" He asked, gaze moving up to my face, a sardonic smile on his face. | realized then that 


he had indeed been looking at my crotch. 
Face red, | managed to answer. "Y-yeah. Sure. Just fuckin.. Let me shower and change first" | choked out. 
His grin grew and he moved away from the doorway. "Sure thing, cowboy." 


My blush only increased and | nearly slammed the door when | closed it. Amazingly, despite my life-threatening 
embarrassment, | was still hard. | glared at my crotch as though it were the fucking plague and bitterly willed 
my erection away. It didn’t go, so instead | awkwardly walked over to the tub and turned the water on so that 
it was just under a comfortable temperature and pulled the little switch to turn the shower on. | stripped 
quickly and got in. Focussing on washing myself rather than the thing | was trying to shower away. With the 
water raining down over me, | didn't hear the door open. Nor did | hear the deliberately quiet footsteps that 
crept up to the bathtub or even the sound of clothing being shed. 


| jumped when the curtain was pulled back, head hitting the wall as | tried to regain my footing on the wet and 


slippery porcelain Slash wound his arm around me and pulled me straight before | recoiled completely. 


"What the fuck are you doing?" | snapped, curling up awkwardly as though | were trying to hide myself. | wasn't 
all too worried about him seeing my dick, to be honest. Let's face it, he's seen it before. All the guys had seen 
it before. However, ever since I'd found out | was pregnant | had flat out refused to be seen without a shirt 


on, no matter how hot it was. | was hesitant even on my own time to be naked, | was that self-conscious. 
"Showering." Came the response, a shrug rolling off Saul's shoulders. 


"You couldn't fucking wait?" | hissed, shivering slightly. l'd stepped out of the stream of water and the air of 
the bathroom felt cool against my damp skin. 


"More time saved, less water used" He shrugged again, taking a step toward me and reaching around my hips 
to change the temperature of the water. "Fuckin cold showers." He grumbled, "One'd think you were tryna get 


rid of something." He mused, that mocking grin twitching across his lips once again. 


"One would think | wanted to shower a-fucking-lone." | grumbled, reaching out to feel around for my towel. 
"Izzy." Slash sighed, reaching out to grab my arm. | refused to look at him. "Izzy.. Calm the fuck down l'm just 
joking. My gaze flicked ever so briefly up to him as | glared. He sighed. "Just relax. Okay? When the hell did this 
become weird? We used to do shit like this all the time." 


"When did it become weird?" | thought out loud, "Well let's see. First of all, you fucked me.. Twice, | may add. 
And second of all, you got me fucking pregnant. That's when this became weird." 


He pressed his lips together as he looked me over. | felt flushed under his gaze. It wouldn't have mattered who 
it was. | was embarrassed. Embarrassed by my body, embarrassed by the changes that were occurring. As 
much as | pretended that it didn't, it bothered the hell out of me. Even if it was still able to be concealed 


under larger and larger sized clothing, it was most definitely not hidden as | stood there naked in the shower. 


"| don't think it's weird." He said softly, pulling my arm to him so he could give me a loose and awkward sort 


of hug. "I think it's pretty simple really." 

"What the fuck are you on about?" | grumbled, not wanting to be there. 

"We fucked. We played fuckin’ chicken Fucked again. Played chicken." 

"So what, you're suggesting we fuck again?" 

He raised a brow, looking down at me with an expression that unfortunately went straight to my crotch. 
"It'd be a shame to break the cycle. Besides, it looks like your, uh, problem ain't going away." 

| bit my lip, somewhat bothered as he slid his hand down to my crotch, but accepting it all the same. | was 
fucking desperate. Just over four months with no fucking sex and now the choice between either having my 
situation cared for or to pass it up? Like Hell was | going to pass it up. | arched shamelessly into his hand as 


he wrapped it around my member, a soft noise passing my lips. 


"Did | ever tell you." Saul grunted as he shifted around and managed to press both our pricks into his hand as 


he stroked. "You got the nicest fuckin’ ‘o' face I've ever seen?" 


| wasn't sure what to say to that, so | said nothing, rolling my hips toward his as | was quickly brought back 
to the edge. 


"And you're gorgeous as shit..2" 


| moaned pitifully as his thumb brushed over the head, his other hand wandering back to cup my ass. 


"I know you hate me for knocking you up.." He gasped, lips brushing against my cheek before his tongue darted 
out to lick at a thin trail of water that meandered out from where the water was hitting me. "But | don't 
regret fucking you." 


My lip trembled and | panted helplessly, "Slash.. Mmn.. Slash please." | whispered, thrusting in his hand and 


pleading. | was so close. 


"And if you'd let me." He said quietly as he nibbled around my ear, "I'd do it again and again and again. Because 
fucking you ruined anyone else for me." He hissed, finger prodding at my entrance as | keened. "| haven't been 


able to have anyone else." 


| moaned, his words hitting something primal inside me that | had missed for so long. My lips sought his as | 
moved against him, his name leaving me like a quiet prayer. | didn't know if what he was saying was true, but 


at that moment | didn't care. He was indulging my need for intimacy of all varieties. 


His finger breached me slowly and | pushed back against it. Rocking back and forth between each of his hands 
and looking up at him with half-lidded eyes. | was so fucking close. 


His finger curled up and brushed something inside of me and | finally came. Crying his name and melting against 
him as he milked everything from me. As | panted hard and tried to recover, he quickly moved one hand down 
to finish jerking himself off. Once he'd finished and I'd halfways recovered, he slowly went about cleaning me up. 
Showered and sated, | lazily reached out for my towel again, stepping out as | wound it around my waist and 
went to grab my clothes from the counter. Slash came out and got dressed as well, his gaze never once 
leaving me. It made me feel mildly uncomfortable, even after I'd thrown my shirt on. The gentle curve of my 
stomach pushed lightly against the fabric and as | looked at myself in the mirror, | knew that soon there would 
be no hiding it at all. | went to button Axl's jeans and cursed. It had been wishful thinking on my part to think 
I'd be able to fit properly into them. Even if Axl was a heavier build than | was, he didn't have a baby-belly. 


| sighed as | pulled out a drawer and grabbed a hair elastic to hold the button as close to the buttonhole as it 
could and pulled the zipper up. 


"Are ya done fuckin’ staring?" | asked, rounding on Slash and wearing my annoyance on my sleeve. 

‘Sorry... He murmured, still staring anyway. "Just thinking.” 

"Thinking what?" | asked bitterly. Sure. | was grateful that he'd gotten me off, but | was not enjoying the looking 
at me like | was some kind of cool experiment. My gaze flickered a little at a fluttering in my stomach, having 
to pause until the feeling went away. 


"Nothing." He muttered with a sigh, "It's dumb. Anyway, you ready to go?" 


| frowned, but nodded, giving myself on more glance over in the mirror and giving myself that one last chance 


to feel like absolute fucking shit about myself before sighing and walking out of the bathroom. | went and found 


a raincoat that | was sure belonged to neither Duff nor Axl because it fell past my knees and the sleeves 
flopped awkwardly about three inches past my hands. But in it's comical hugeness it would serve its purpose 


and hopefully draw the attention away from my own comical hugeness. 


Turning the lights out and locking the door, we went out to Saul's car and got in as quickly as we could. Even 


dressed for the rain, it was frighteningly wet. 
"Where we going?" | asked as | blew on my hands in an attempt to warm them up. 


"Was just gonna go hang out at the mall” Slash muttered as he started the car, squinting as the windshield 
wipers kicked on and smeared the water all over the glass before wiping it away. "Get you some mittens, 
apparently." He rummaged around in the console for a minute before producing an oily pair of lined work gloves. 


‘Kinda gross, but those might help ya til we get there.” 


| blinked at his offering before humbly taking it. "Um.. Thanks." | murmured, pulling the gloves on and 


unconsciously letting my arms rest across my tummy as | sat straight again 
"No problem." He said, throwing the car in reverse and backing out of the driveway. 


The drive was mostly quiet and comfortable, the radio playing quietly and us chatting idly about nothing in 
particular. As we drew nearer to the mall, the DJ announced the next song to play and Slash promptly cranked 
the radio up. His hands left the steering wheel for a moment as he pretended to play the intro to Sweet Child. 
Laughing stupidly, | imitated him, timing everything and pretending to play Duff's parts. Both of us singing 
obnoxiously and trying to mimick Axl's high pitched wail as we pulled into the turning lane at the stop light. 
Waiting at the redlight, the people in the car next to us gave an unamused look at the blaring music before 


realizing we were blasting our own tunes. 
| laughed manically as we pulled away, turning the radio down as the song ended and turning on Slash with a 
hugely stupid grin on my face. | missed doing stupid shit like that. We talked a bit more as we pulled into the 


parking lot, words coming easily until we stopped. 


"So." Slash said softly as he threw the car into park. "You gotta get mittens.. Should we grab you some clothes 
to?" He spoke carefully, but still | balked. 


"What's that supposed to mean?" | asked, only too self conscious. 
Slash sighed, "| don't mean it like that, Iz | just mean, you must want your own fuckin’ wardrobe again.. Right?" 
| shifted uncomfortably, looking at the dash. 


"Am | right?" Slash asked softly, reaching over and rubbing my back as | nodded. "It's okay, Jeffy. Its not a big 


deal. Come on, we'll go in and grab some shit have lunch--" 


"| already ate." | muttered, sighing as | moved to get out of the car. 
"Then we'll just hang out til supper. Just chill out, man. It's no big deal. Really." 


| bit my lip, hand hovering over the door handle as | thought it over. He said ‘hang out, but somehow this felt 
more like something else. However, | couldn't find it in myself to mind. Not even a little. 


"Okay." | said softly. "Then we'll do that" 


With a smile, Slash got out on his side and came around to help me on my side. | pushed the hugely long 
sleeves of my jacket up as | hesitantly held his hand when it nudged against mine. Despite my discomfort at 
having to try and hide my condition, and despite feeling really awkward at the fact that | needed to get bigger 
clothes that | would probably end up growing out of in another couple weeks anyway, | couldn't help but find 
some amusement in the fact that I'd put out on the first date. 


How do You Respond to That? 


Author's Notes: 
sorry it's taken so long to get chapters done.. I'm in the homestretch now. Exams and then Winter Break. I 


Nineteen weeks down, about eighteen to twenty more to go. Slash and | had gone out a couple more times, but 
not too many. Aside from the fact that we were usually recognized everywhere we went and swathed with 
fans, we didn't feel like making the tabloids with questions as to our intentions to each other. And as the weeks 
pressed on, | loathed to think of making headlines like any other pregnant celebrity with their stomachs outlined 
and their changes in appearance being not only highlighted but ridiculed. 


We spent a majority of the time back at the apartment, just hanging out like we used to. Well.. As much like 
we used to as possible while being clean. Basically we lounged around and pissed around on our guitars while | 
drowned myself in fucking orange juice and Slash floundered about in coffee. | think it was safe to say that we 
were dating, whether or not we were exclusive was another matter. We hadn't actually discussed where we 
stood, and Slash hadn't brought it up even though there was a significant amount more of us being a little 
closer than before. We'd curl up together to watch TV at night, or Slash would rest his head in my lap when | 
was reading (which | had started to do a lot of as | stopped going out as much), or he'd give small attentions 
to my stomach and thus, the twins. 


Speaking of, | was equal amounts horrified and amazed by the changes that had occurred over the past couple 
weeks. About halfway through the pregnancy, it was showing Slash said he didn't mind it and said it actually 
looked good on me, | socked him in the mouth for saying it, but.. | was starting down the road of no cares, but 
it was hard. Every time | looked in the mirror, | was reminded that | wasn't normal. | was reminded that | 
couldn't just share what had happened to me at the expense of being thrown into the fucking psych ward. | 
mean, | was happy. | was starting to get excited as all hell for these kids; but | couldn't share my excitement. | 


couldn't share how eager | was for the next few weeks which would tell me the sexes of my babies. 


At least the guys were understanding enough of my dilemma and willing to listen to my inane rants over and 


over and over again. 


So. Nineteen weeks down, | think it was a Wednesday, we needed groceries at the apartment. Bad. And | was 
getting bored of staying home, so | went along with Slash for the ride. | finally had clothes that fit me thanks 
to Duff's talented shoplifting hands going in to save us all the embarrassment of buying women's maternity 
jeans. He picked the most androgynous pair he could and stole them from the store. | went in and bought 
myself an entire new wardrobe (so like three shirts, a pair of jogging pants, a sweater, and a handful of 


pajamas). 


‘Sure you're up to this?" Slash asked for what had to be the thousandth time. "It's gonna be busy in there. It's 


getting close to Valentine's, after all." 
| made some non-committal grunt in response. 


"Izzy?" He pulled into some random spot and parked the car. | looked over, vaguely unamused. "If you're not 


okay | can take you home." 


| rolled my eyes and sighed. "It's fine, Slash. Seriously. I'm pregnant, not dying. | can handle a busy store and the 
possibilities of some dickwad people." 


"The paps?" 


"Can go fuck themselves. Honestly. I'll be fine. Can we just go and get our fuckin’ groceries? Or at least get to 
the store? | need to piss." 


"You always need to piss." Slash grumbled as he reluctantly threw the car in gear and took off again. 


"Hey man, blame Thing One and Thing Two." | grumbled back, crossing my arms over my chest and looking out 


the window. 
Slash just stared ahead at the road, giving an expected chuckle, but otherwise remaining silent. | frowned. 
"Unless youre not okay with me being with you." | said, side-eyeing the other hard. 


Slash sighed heavily. "| want you to be with me." He said softly. "You know | do, you fucktard." He continued 


with a certain fondness. 
| smiled at him and he briefly looked away from the road to return it. 


"So V-day." | mused, looking out the window and noticing the sickening displays of red and pink quite literally 


everywhere we passed. "You have any poor girl you're planning to lathe with unwanted attention and advances?" 
Slash snorted as he laughed, | thought for a minute that he was going to choke on his spit. 
"You could say that." He murmured, eyes still on the road. 


| narrowed my eyes at him as a surreptitious hand tried to creep over to my stomach. | swatted at him and 


crossed my arms over my chest again 


"Pay attention to the road, would you?" | said, caught between irritated and amused. "And you try and hint 
that l'm that ‘girl again, I'll fuckin’ drop you." 


He feigned a pout as he cast a quick glance my way. 
"| didn't mean it that way, lz" 


"| know... By the way, you never really answered my question. Yes or no, you have someone for this Valentines 


Day?" 
He laughed and | was almost alarmed that it brought a smile to my face. 

"Someone, maybe. Girl, no. | haven't been out much lately’ 

"Not even with Michelle? | thought everyone was hanging out with her again. | mean, me aside.” 


'If by everyone you mean Stevie then sure." Slash chuckled. "Case you haven't noticed, Axl and Duff are pretty 


exclusive and I've been stuck looking after your lazy ass." 
| inhaled sharply and Slash immediately seemed to recognise what he'd said wrong. 


"| never fucking asked you to." | hissed, giving him as dirty a look as | could muster before looking out the 


window. 


Slash tried to apologize as we came up to the stop light, but | was already sick of it. | undid my seatbelt and 
got out as soon as the car had stopped. 


'Izzy.. Iz! Where the fuck are you going?" 


"For a fucking walk." | snapped, slamming the door even as he leaned over to roll the window down so he could 
keep talking to me. "I'll meet you at the fucking store. | won't take off, promise. | wouldn't want to inconvenience 
you any more than | already have." | growled, gaze snapping over when someone a few cars back started laying 


on the horn. 
‘Izzy... 
"You're holding up traffic, asshole. I'll meet you at the fucking store." 


Reluctantly, and probably a fair piece pissed off, Slash got back behind the wheel properly and threw the car 
into gear. He spun the tires as he left and | sighed, shoving my hands in the pockets of my borrowed hoodie 
and starting to walk. 


| started to calm down a little as | walked, reaching my own small nirvana as | focused on breathing and not 
losing my shit. | was vaguely aware of some people that gave me funny looks, but most people were too 
caught up in their own lives to notice me. Besides, | was the least noticed member of Guns n' Roses, so if 


anyone was noticing anything it was either my odd gait or my decided outfit of the day that was oh so hobo- 


chic. My fucking maternity jeans (that I'd managed to scuff the knees out of in the first two weeks of owning 
them from working on shit), and one of Axl's twenty-sizes-too-big-hoodies overtop one of my button ups. | 
was a walking disaster if | was to be honest, but | couldn't be bothered to give a shit. 


| pushed my aviators back up my nose when | thought | heard someone call my name. | thought | was imagining 


it until | heard it again. 
"Jeff! Hey! Jeff Isbell! Yeah, | know it's you, fucker.” 


| hesitantly looked over my shoulder. My gulp was almost audible. A few feet behind me was a smiling brown- 


haired man | was certain | wouldn't see again anytime soon. 

Shannon waved again before jogging up. 

"Hey, man! Holy shit, it's been forever. | just saw Wi-- uh, Axl? Is that what he's calling himself now? Anyway, 
| just saw him the other day with your bandmate. Man, it's really awesome that you guys are hitting the big 
time." His gray eyes sparkled with mirth and | managed a smile. 

"Yeah, man, it's pretty great." | choked out. 

| could feel him looking me over and | felt like | was breaking into a cold sweat. 

"You look good, man.. Different. It's good though." 

"Umm." 

Shannon smiled before giving me a warm hug. | found myself returning it despite myself. It had been so fucking 
long since I'd seen any of my fellow hicks other than Axl, and honestly, it had been a while since I'd seen 
anyone from outside the band for a while too. | hadn't even seen the guys from Geffen in fucking ages. 

"So are you doing anything, or just out for the walk?" Shannon asked as he hooked his arm around my waist 
and lead me off in the direction I'd initially been heading. | could tell that he had noticed my belly and probably 
wanted to ask but was being too damn polite to do so. 

"Heading to the store." | said, motioning vaguely to the mall that was off a bit in the near distance. We had one 
street to cross then walk down and three parking lots to cross and we'd be to the store | was aiming for. 
"Need groceries." 


Again he looked at my stomach and | found myself irritated. 


"We haven't done groceries in like a month." | grumbled, shoving my hands back into my pockets as | needlessly 


defended myself. 


"We?" 


"| share an apartment with Slash." | said, taking a couple deep breaths as we stopped at the crosswalk and the 
nagging pain in my back made itself more known. | stretched out a bit, raising my arms over my head and 
reaching up before loosing a puff of air and coming back down. Shannon's eyes never left my body, which was 
very off-putting. "Neither of us are any good at remembering to do groceries until we've reheated the same 
rice for three days straight" | muttered, loosing another sigh. "Look, man. Can you just say whatever the fuck 
it is that's on your mind? The staring is freaking me the fuck out." 


We started walking as the light changed and | saw Shannon swallow. 


"Well, | mean, | had heard from someone that you'd let yourself go.." He started, "But | didn't really believe 
them. | thought you were still shooting dope.” 


| frowned, not having expected such a response. Nor such a forward one. 


"le been clean for like." | did the math quickly in my head, not really sure what else to say other than to 
clarify my turn for straight edge, "Like four months." 


"Oh." 
And Im not fat, Im fucking pregnant, you dweeb.| thought bitterly, knowing of course that | couldn't just say 
that. Even if Mandy saw it as a modern-day miracle and was starting to change my own thinking a little, not 


everyone would see it that way. My first few doctors were example of that. 


‘Mister Isbell, | assure you. Whatever the doctor before said was wrong A man cannot get pregnant. It isn’t 
physically possible. There must be some other explination." 


‘Did you not read all the fucking papers | gave you?! They ran the tests. They did the ultrasounds. The xrays. 
Whatever in the fuck it was that they did, they did it. Im fucking pregnant. Now just give me the information | 


need Please." 


"F you wanted to quit heroin, you didn’t need to come up with such a nonsensical story, sir. | could have just given 
you the information." 


"THS ISNT ABOUT QUITTING HERON" 
"Then what is it about?" 
‘Don't you fucking shrink me, you piece of shit." 


‘Mister Isbell, | am well aware of the situation you think you have, but | can assure you.. There is no human way 


that it is possible." 


‘No human way.. lve got a fucking uterus and eggs up in there and a useless ballsack, that's how its possible. 
Seriously. The other doctor faxed you all my shi! What the fuck?" 


‘Mister Isbell, please. Calm down or I will have to have you extracted from my office." 

‘No! You know what? HI fucking leave." 

‘Mister Isbell." 

‘Nope. No. Im fucking sick of this. Its obvious Doc that you're stuck so far up your own ass that you're not even 
willing to look at my fucking case. Fuck off. Fax me my files so | can hopefully find another fucking doctor. Thanks 
for your time, Doctor Dickwad." 


"Hey, earth to Jeff. There's some guy yelling at you. | think he's yelling at you anyway. You're Izzy, right?" 


"Yeah." | sighed, slowly lifting my gaze and looking ahead to see Slash a little ways off, walking toward us. | 


managed a smile. "You could have waited at the car, | would have found you." 


| wanted to see if you were still mad at me though." He mused, stopping in front of both me and Shannon and 


looking me over before he looked at Shannon. "Found a friend?" He asked. 


"Sort of. Slash, this is Shannon. Shannon, Slash. | think you guys met briefly when Axl mentioned about doing 
that one song.. Whatever it was.. Um, Don't Cry? Yeah. He wanted Shannon to sing with us. Help get his name 
and talent out there so he can build his band" 


‘Oh shit, yeah, yeah." Slash quickly stuck his hand out, shaking Shannon's warmly. "| mean, | sort of vaguely 
remember. Axl's gonna have to go through everything again now that I've got the Goddamn capacity to listen 
to what he's saying.” 

"No kidding." | chuckled, my hand twitching at some movement from the twins. | saw Saul's gaze snap over to 
me and | gave him another smile. "Anyway, we need groceries. "| said, looking between the two men. "You're 


welcome to tag along, Shannon" 


He shrugged, looking curiously between the two of us before he spoke. "I might head back out that way." He 
said with a bit of a shrug. "You two have fun with your uh.. Groceries though.” 


| managed a smile as he gave me another, more awkward than the first, hug. 


"Get Axl to tell you where my place is and come on up some time." He said before giving Slash a nod and 


leaving. 


| at least waited until he had gotten further into the crowd before | let myself slump forward. Slash caught 


me, | guess he thought | was fainting or some shit. | just sighed. 

"Wanna talk about it?" He asked, rubbing between my shoulders. 

| unintentionally mewled as | shook my head, winding my arms around him and begging a hug of him. Slash 
gladly obliged, hugging me gently in the middle of the sidewalk and ignoring the irritated mutters from passers- 
by that had to walk around us. 


"What happened?" He asked quietly, lips right at my ear and eliciting a small shiver. 


"Nothing." | muttered, pulling away a bit. "Just.. Apparently there's rumours going around It's nothing that 
won't be solved in another four months." 


He nodded slowly, growing silent for a moment. "Were they kicking?" He soon asked as a change of topic, his 
hands smoothed down my back again and his gaze fell to my stomach. 


"Yeah." | said with a small smile, letting him keep his arm slung low around my hips as we started to walk again. 


"They're definitely active fuckers." | mused. 

"Must take after you then" Slash chuckled, giving me a little squeeze as we walked, 

‘Mmmhmm.. What happened to Mister BMX champ, here? You're pretty fuckin’ athletic.” 

"Was. Then | started drinking.” 

| shrugged, "What difference does it make? If it's in your blood then it's gonna transfer." 

"Sonofabitch, we'll have to move out to the desert" 

"How do you figure?" | asked, genuinely confused. 

"Cause | don't wanna have to tell a kid why booze is bad news." 

| laughed, realizing then that those days would be interesting when they came. When the kids were old enough 
to start having that shit blatantly exposed to them. Which probably wouldn't take that long, being honest. | 
started smoking when | was eleven, Duff had told me he'd started like, dropping acid when he was eight or 
some shit. 

"You're such an idiot." | muttered, even as | snuggled into his side. 


"Yeah, but l'm your idiot.” He mused. 


| got a bit choked up at first. 


Then that urge to piss hit me like a fucking frieght train when someone unintentionally eloowed me in the 
kidneys in passing. 


"Oh my God" | complained 

"Gotta go?" 

"Uh huh 

"Weill stop in here, come on Think you can make it two feet?" 


"Fuck off" | whined, pulling myself up the steps and promptly separating from Slash to go find the bathroom. 


When | came back out, | found Slash waiting for me by the door. He had a small bag in his hand, but when | 


asked, he refused to tell me what was in it. 

"Not even a hint?" | asked. 

"Nope. You gotta wait." 

| huffed. "Til when?" 

"Tonight if you're gonna be a bitch about it" 

| narrowed my eyes and squinted at him. "What is it?" 

"Im not fucking telling you. Anyway, we go for the next doctor's appointment when?" 

"Day after tomorrow." | said with a pout, still looking longingly at the bag and wondering what was in it. | hadn't 
even thought to see what kind of store we'd walked into. | was kind of stuck on a one track train of mind of 


needing to pee. 


“Alright, cool" He murmured, holding the door for me as we finally got to the store we had been aiming for. 


"So now that we're here." He said, "What's on your list of things to get?" 
"Orange juice and ice cream." 


"Not together, | hope." He joked. 


"Nah, | haven't sunk that low yet" | mused, welcoming his arm around me once again. 


"Not that I'd mind if you did.” 
"Really? You wouldn't mind indulging all the fucked up cravings?" 
He grinned as he looked up at me. Something in his gaze gave me cause to blush. 


"You're worth every damn minute or penny it takes to keep you happy." He said, making me have to look away 


as some stupid nervous giggles escaped me. 


| still wasn't sure where exactly where we stood. Not formally, anyway. But hell if | didn't like the giddiness 


that came along with those nonsensical fluffy things he sometimes came out with. 


Patience 


Author's Notes: 
Midway through exams and | think my head is going to explode. 


| think some people mistake my quiet nature for patience. It probably didn't help any that I'd written a song 
about that very trait either; but if l'm speaking honestly, | am the most impatient fucker on the face of the 
planet. | always had other things | needed to be doing, other places | needed to be. | was unsympathetic toward 
people that asked stupid questions and even more so toward people that chose to do that thing where they 
talk about you as if you can't hear them. 


"Hey, aren't those the guys from that band you like?" Some guy whispered to his girlfriend while | checked a 
flat of eggs for any cracked ones. 


"No, they can't be. | mean, the one guy looked a bit like Slash, but the other guy can't be Izzy. They're all 
emanciated, dirty." 


| wanted to tell her it wasn't 1985 any more and we'd all moved up a bit from sleeping in the streets, but | 
was pretty content not being recognised. | tried to put them out of focus by focusing on the other thing | was 
being impatient about. That bag that Slash had. He was carrying it with him as we went through the store, not 
trusting that | wouldn't look in it if he left it in the cart. | wanted so badly to know what was in it. 


"Hey, excuse me." That guy from before tapped on my shoulder. "Are you Izzy Stradlin? My girlfriend doesn't 


believe you are, but | mean.. You are, right?" 

sis 

"See, | told you it wasn't him" The girl sighed 

"No it's him" | muttered, looking to the guy and trying to quell my anxiety. "Yeah, man l'm Izzy." 

"Told you!" 

"But it's not him" 

| rolled my eyes and tried to walk away. The guy grabbed my shoulder and | wrenched myself around, ready to 
put him the fuck down It might not have been the early days anymore, but | think all of us in the band stil 


carried that sort of live wire feeling. 


Once a street rat always a street rat, | suppose. 


"Can you prove that you're him?" 


‘| could, but | won't. I'd really like to get my shopping done so | can go home. You have your doubts and that's 


your business." 


The guy didn't let go of me until | physically grabbed his hand and took it off my shoulder. He stared after me 


as | left down the aisle. 
‘Sorry babe, you had to be right. There's no way that fat prick is Izzy." 


| tried not to let the words sting, but apparently baby had another plan in mind. My lip trembled and as | 


turned the corner and into the next aisle, | all but burst into tears. 


Lemme get this straight. | could handle not being recognised or not getting credit from fans. As long as my 
name was on the record as one of the songwriters and as the guitarist that wrote his own parts, | couldn't 
care less. | actually preferred not having my face plastered everywhere for everyone to have to see. But 
remember that thing | had said before about not being able to share my newfound joy? Yeah. No, | was not 
only unable to share it. | was ridiculed for it and that was kind of hard for me to take. | mean, even if my 
hormones weren't so far out of whack that | want to cry when | drop something when doing dishes (usually 
because it means | have to bend or squat down to get it, which is a huge pain in the ass), I'd probably still be 
hurt by it. 


| jumped when | suddenly felt someone standing over me. | tried to lash out, but Slash gently coaxed my arms 


to my sides. 

"Hey..." He cooed, "What's wrong? You sore or something?" 

| trembled as he looked me over and couldn't find my tongue to tell him the truth so | just nodded. 
"Y-yeah.. M-my legs are cramping." | lied. 


"Okay, you wanna go ahead out into the mall and grab a seat? I'll go ring this stuff through and grab you a 
bottled water then we can both take a break from walking." 


Wiping my eyes, | nodded. 

"Okay... Yeah.. I'll see you in a minute." 

| think he knew | was lying. His gaze never once left me as | walked away. | tried to keep my head high, but 
honestly | just wanted to hide. | felt overly self-conscious. As though everyone in the store were staring at 


me. | hated it and just wanted to go home. | found a bench that was facing the cash of the store I'd come out 


of and promptly plopped my ass down before someone came out and took it. 


No sooner than | had sat down had someone sat down next to me. Some lady with a little baby that she had, 
evidently, just finished feeding. 


| couldn't swallow the "Aw" that escaped me. She looked up and smiled at me. "How old is she?" | asked, 


assuming it was a girl for the pink onesie she wore. 
"Almost one and a half." The woman said sweetly. 
"She's gorgeous." | complimented, smiling at the baby as she looked up at me with wide blue eyes. 


"She says thank you." The woman chuckled. "Isn't that right, sweetie." The baby gurgled, a huge smile breaking 
over her face. | thought | was going to have a heartattack. 


"Do you have kids?" The woman asked. 

| shook my head, not even thinking as | said, "Not yet anyway." 
She gave me a curious look, then seemed to notice something. 
"Oh! Congratulations. How far along are you?" 


It was my turn to be shocked. Why wasn't she freaking the fuck out? Did | just look like a chick now? | didn't 
understand. 


"Um.. Four months, more or less." 


"That's so sweet. My sis-- er.. My brother now, | suppose. Before he transitioned he had a baby. It's really 


sweet to see he's not the only one." 

Woah. 

No. 

Okay. | wasn't sure how to take that. 

"Actually... Its.. Its not quite like that" | said weakly. 

She insisted | explain, apologizing for any possible offense. | reluctantly did explain everything to her with 
terminology the doctor had used like intersex and stuff like that. | didn't get into specifics, but either way, she 


listened with interest, smiling by the end. 


"Well | hope you and your partner figure everything out. He sounds like he really cares." 


| nodded, "But the question is whether or not he cares about me or the kids..." 

"What's the difference?” The woman asked. "Everything he does to you affects the kids and everything he does 
for the kids affects you. There is a significant difference between you and your children, but since you're 
sharing right now, there isn't that much of a line as there is grey area 

| paused at that as the gravity of it weighted me down. 

"My name's Dana, by the way." She said, offering me a free hand as she cradled the baby to her breast. 
"Jeff." | said as | took it, not wanting to ruin the potential friendship with the whole fame bullshit. 

‘It's a pleasure to meet you." She smiled. "So do you have any name picked out yet?" 

"No. I'm waiting until we find out the sexes." 

"Sexes..2" 


‘I'm having twins." | said, a bashful blush creeping up my neck as | tried not to gush over the fact. 


"Oh you precious babe." She coved, touching my shoulder. "That sounds so exciting! Double the trouble to get 


into once they're here. Are you excited?" 


"Sickeningly so." | admit, looking up when | heard my name called. Slash came out of the store with the couple 


bags worth of stuff we'd bought. 


"Hey, Iz. Another friend of yours?" He asked as he came up. | could see Dana's face scrunch up a little as she 


tried to place Slash's face. 
"Yeah, sort of. This is Dana. We were just waiting around out here." 
Slash offered his hand, "Saul." He said, obviously having the same thing in mind as | had with the introductions. 


‘Its a pleasure." She smiled, rubbing her baby's back as she brought her hand back. "Jeff was just telling me 
you guys are expecting two little bundles of joy." Dana said sweetly. "I'm really happy for you guys." 


"Um.. Thank you..?" Slash said, casting me a curious glance. | just shrugged a little. He turned to look at Dana, 
finally seeming to notice the baby that was curled against her chest. "Aw.." He cooed, crouching to her level 
and smiling. "Who's this little angel?" 


"This is Patty." Dana smiled, turning the baby around to face Slash. "Say hi, Patty-cakes." She whispered to the 
baby. Patty looked up at her mom before staring straight ahead at Slash. Slash pretended to attack her with 


tickles and smiled as she exploded with giggles. 


I'd be lying if | said it wasn't getting to me. It was fucking adorable to see how he was with kids and it was 


making some freakishly warm feeling bud in my chest. 
"May |?" He asked, gaze moving up to Dana for a moment. 


The woman nodded before gently passing her baby over to Slash. Said baby promptly took a great big fistful of 
Saul's hair and squealed with laughter. Slash chuckled as he gently rocked her, smiling. 


"You're a natural." Dana said with a huge grin. She looked over at me and laughed softly at the spaced out look 


on my face. 


| was surprised, really. | hadn't expected anything like this. Anything like Slash actually having the capacity to 
be a good dad. | mean, we'd been ‘dating’, sure, but | still had serious doubts. 


"Mind her head" Dana said softly as Slash gave her her baby back 
"She's such a sweetheart." He cooed. 
"Thank you." Dana said softly, looking up when another body joined us. "Oh hey, Kit." 


| squinted at the guy. He didn't carry himself like he would have been Dana's significant other, but he did look 


at both Saul and | like we were scum. 

"Who are these guys?" He asked in a strangely soft tone for the pissed off expression on his face. 

"This is Jeff and Saul, Jeff and | were just waiting for the men to get the shopping done." She said, giving me a 
smile that told me she was joking about the insinuation that | wasn't ‘one of the guys’. "Jeff, Saul, this is my 
brother Kit." 

| raised a brow before | extended a hand. 


"Nice to meet you." 


"Likewise." He said, giving Slash a funny look. "I know you." He said, stepping past to take Patty from Dana. As | 
watched the man fawn over the child, | suddenly put two and two together. 


"Oh!" | exclaimed, unable to help myself. | blushed as everyone looked at me. | swallowed thickly, "Your 


daughter's beautiful." | said softly. 


Kit looked surprised for a minute before smiling. "Thank you." He said honestly before turning to Slash to look 


him over. He hmmed and haaed over it until finally recognition slammed over his face. "Wait. That's where | 


know you from! You're Slash. From Guns n Roses, right?" 
Slash swallowed, but didn't bother to deny it. "Yeah. | am." 


"Holy shit, man. That's awesome! | love your guys’ stuff. And that one song.. Patience. Yeah. Brilliant. | love the 
softer edge." 


Slash blushed a bit, suddenly going shy. It was a general thing for him. He didn't really know how to deal with 
the mass amounts of fame that went along with him being the lead guitarist. 


"Don't tell me, man. Tell him." He said, motioning to me. "He's the one that wrote it." 


Kit looked over with wide eyes. | think he was expecting Axl to suddenly have appeared out of thin air. He 


looked confused for a minute. 

‘Izzy's pretty much the brains of the entire outfit" 

| smiled weakly. "Hi." 

"Holy shit. Are all of you here?" 

"Nah, just us. We needed groceries." Slash said, holding the bags up. 


"We..2" Kit looked between the two of us, watching as Slash came over to share my little spot of the bench. He 


wrapped himself around me and kissed my cheek and | blushed hard. 

"Don't tell" Slash said with a wink. "We have the paps at our door, we'll blame you." He teased. 

"Your secret's safe with me." Kit said with a laugh. He looked over to Dana. "Anyway, you ready to go?" 

Dana nodded before getting up, she picked the bags up that Kit had left on the floor. We said our goodbyes and 
swapped numbers and as Kit and Dana walked away, | heard Dana starting to explain a bunch of stuff to her 
brother. Before they disappeared into the crowd | saw Kit look back and give me a huge smile and a thumbs up 
that | guessed was supposed to be a parting of ‘good luck and best wishes’. | couldn't explain it, but | guessed 
that | would most likely be hearing from at least one of them sometime soon. 

Slash flopped down next to me and | looked over. 


"Hi" | said meekly. 


"Hi." He said, giving me a warm smile and a cold bottle of water from one of the grocery bags. "You feeling 


better?" 


"Yeah." | said, taking the water gratefully. | wasn't lying. | actually was feeling significantly better. 
"Gonna tell me what was actually wrong?" 

‘| told you." | sighed. "My back hurt." 

"You told me your legs were cramping. Come on, lz. You can tell me." 

| almost choked on my water. Fuck. 

It was nothing." | lied, quickly looking away. 


Slash sighed, sliding his arm around my waist. | blushed more, not used to the affection at the best of times, 
let alone sitting out in the open at the mall. When | felt lips at my neck | nearly lost my shit. 


"Slash, knock it off" | tried to complain. 

"Not until you tell me. You won't get your present either." He teased, his lips trailing up my jaw and to my 
temple. He planted several kisses there before he pulled away a little, his arms still firmly wrapped around my 
waist. 

| tried pouting, but | couldn't keep it up. 

"It really was nothing." | mumbled. "Just some asshole in the store. He said some shit.” 

"Was that so hard?" Saul teased 


"It was." | said. "Do | get my present now?" 


"Ugh, | guess so." Slash rolled his eyes even as he reached over to grab the bag from the first store we'd 


stopped at. 


| tried to have some finesse in opening it, but my eagerness won out. | opened the bag with a quick movement, 


a little more than surprised when | found a box inside it. | gave Slash a quizzical look. 
"Open it" He laughed. 
| did, and | was shocked to see a gold chain with what looked like opal beads. 


"Not quite your style, but your neck's been looking pretty bare lately. Plus." He took the box from me and held 
it out as though showing it off. "I wanna formally ask you, Mister Isbell, to be my boyfriend. Officially.” 


| couldn't help but gasp, tears stinging my eyes. 


"Come on, you got an answer, cowboy? | feel like a total ass for making you cry and the anticipation is fuckin’ 


killing me." 

| laughed, reaching out and pulling him in for a hug. 

"Might as well give it a try." | breathed, slumping into him as | felt his arms closing around me. 
"Might as well" He agreed, clicking the clasp of the necklace around my neck. 

"So this is your marking me?" | asked as | pulled away to look at the necklace. 


‘| was gonna get you a collar and dog tag saying ‘property of, but | didn't think you'd appreciate that as much." 
He said with a chuckle. 


"Aren't you fucking classy." 
"I aim to please." He laughed, his arm still loosely around my hips. He kissed the side of my head. "You like it?" 
"Yes." | said softly, fiddling with the beads. "Thank you." 


"You're welcome" He said softly, kissing me again and causing me to laugh quietly, an odd giddy feeling pooling in 


my stomach. "You want lunch while we're here?" He asked, lips still close to my head, 

| hummed vaguely, the words from the guy in the store lingering over me. | hesitated before | said yes. Slash 
helped me to my feet and smiled as he held my hand for the walk to the food court. The smell of grease 
made my stomach turn and | was a hundred per cent positive | was going to resent my agreeing to this. | was 
hungry, but | also wasn't really feeling the whole weight misconception 

| was probably imagining it, but it felt like everyone was staring at me as we walked in. 

"You okay?" Slash asked after we found a spot to sit. 

| shook my head, not having the energy to lie. 

"What's wrong?" He was all concern as he sat next to me and hunkered down, ready to listen. 


| shook my head, self esteem getting the best of me and making me want to cry. 


‘lm a fucking trainwreck" | muttered, staring down at my tummy. It pushed against my untucked shirt, 


obviously there and making itself well known, 


Slash seemed to notice where my gaze had landed. A sigh passed his lips. 


"Come with me." He murmured into my ear. | made to collect the groceries and he took my hand. "Leave it. 
This won't take long." 


My lip trembled, something in his tone making my knees shake. | slowly got up to follow him, each step feeling 
forced and heavy. | followed him into the men's room, eyes widening as he locked the door behind me. 


"What are you--" | gasped as he cut me off. He wasn't especially gentle as he pushed me against the door, his 
lips immediately at mine. 


"You're fucking gorgeous." He growled, sending shivers down my spine. "I don't care what kind of doubts you've 


been having. You're beautiful. | still fucking crave you." 

| groaned as he bit my neck. 

"This might have been unplanned." He said, that feral edge still at his voice as he unzipped my hoodie and ran 
gentle hands over my stomach. "But | don't regret it. | don't have any problem with it. With you." He bit at my 
lips as he kissed me again "You're just as hot as ever. Whoever it was that said such hurtful things to you to 


make you cry..? If | ever find out who it was, I'm going to fuckin’ kill them. You're perfect, Izzy. Fucking 
perfect." 


| groaned again, this time into his mouth, as he cupped my crotch and squeezed. | wasn't much for worship or 


any of that shit. But | had to say, having him so into it was doing it for me. 


"You're perfect Izzy.. | want you so bad.. Every fucking day | want you. And | only hope that some day | can 
tell you that | love you." 


Gasping, | hauled him back up to my level. | saw the fear in his eyes and l'm sure that at first he thought | 


was going to hit him. Instead, | brought his lips crashing to mine and kissed him without mercy. We shifted 
around and somehow he got me so that | was facing the door and he was able to grind against my ass. 


"Slash... Slash." | panted. "We can't." 

"Not gonna fuck you." He said softly, filtering his fingers through my hair. "Just gonna make you feel good." 
| fucking whimpered. It had been so long since I'd ‘felt good’. 

His hands came around to push my jeans further down my hips and | shamelessly tried to push myself into 
his hand. | wasn't wearing any boxers. | was having a hard enough time fitting everything down there into 


women's jeans.. And fuck briefs. 


"Slash." | sighed as he finally gave me my much desired friction. 


"Yeah?" 


"Th-thank you.." | stammered, my hips hitching as he unzipped his own pants. As if instinctively, | positioned 
myself so that he could still grind against me as he got me off. 


Even in the moment | was having some doubts.. But | had a feeling that Slash wasn't going to let me hold on to 
them for very long. | didn't really believe him about the ‘gorgeous’ stuff, but | did appreciate the attempt to 
make me feel better.. Plus, he was hard for me. That made it hard to just dismiss it all. If he could seriously 


look at me the way | was and get it up, then who was | to complain? 


| think it was safe to say that our groceries got forgot.. For about a half an hour anyway. Slash said he would 
make it quick, but once he'd started he seemed to just want to keep going. 


And | didn't mind at all. 


Give Yourself a Break 


Author's Notes: 
Thank you anyone that's left feedback! | read all comments on the story (even if | don't get around to 
responding right away) and | appreciate seeing it and hearing from you guys, so do please let me know what 


you think as you readl 


It was ‘Doctor Appointment Day’. Officially reaching the halfway point in the pregnancy, | was going in to get 
another ultrasound and to find out the sexes of the twins. | was both terrified and excited. More terrifying 
than finding out what my babies were going to be though, was the fact that it was getting harder and harder 


to see my feet when | woke up in the morning from sleeping on my back 


Thank God that | slept on my side when Slash shared the bed with me, which was happening more and more 


now that we were officially dating. 


God. | wasn't quite sure how | felt about that | mean, | was happy. Really, | was. But the implications and 
possible complications.. Oh it was positively mind-numbing. If the press got a hold of our relationship... If our 
families got a hold of our relationship... l'm not sure what would be worse. Coming out to the world that | had 


swapped sex organs and got pregnant, or coming out as gay or bisexual or whatever the fuck | was now. 


| got up with a quiet groan, slowly and carefully peeling myself from Saul's grip. | had to awkwardly walk slash 
run to the bathroom before my body could catch up with the fact I'd stood up. | took out my mouth guard 
before | took my piss. The little black piece of rubber or plastic or whatever it was was designed to displace 
my jaw just slightly while | slept to make it easier (and quieter) for me to breathe at night. It also kept a 
constant pressure on my palate or whatever. The doctors had explained it and said it might not work, but it 
worked well enough. There were times it didn't work (usually just my forgetting or neglecting to put it in), but 
it was a fuck of a lot better an option when compared to those CPAP machines. My sleep problems were bad, 
but the idea of strapping a fucking gas mask to my face before bed every night was kind of terrifying. | could 
only imagine Slash waking up to the sight too. 


| flushed the toilet and washed my hands, looking at myself in the mirror for a minute. It was still shocking, to 
be quite honest. Not just the glaringly obvious differences, but the other things. The things that had changed 
since | got clean. The things that had changed since | started getting half decent sleeps at night. Little things 
like the simple fact that | had woken up and smiled. | had woken up and felt somewhat rested. The dark circles 
under my eyes had faded a bit. The colour was coming back to my skin. | still wasn't as dark as Slash, but | at 


least wasn't stupidly pale when standing next to him any more. 


| was shaken from my thoughts by the phone ringing. | rushed out as quick as | could manage without hurting 
myself in the effort to get the phone in time. 


| ended up being late, but as the machine picked up and Axl's voice came through.. 
| picked up the receiver. 

"Got a baby dropped on my fucking bladder. What's up?" 

"Wow, okay. Is that what happens every morning? Actually, no. Don't answer that" 


"Good morning to you too, sunshine." | joked. "You have a reason for calling? Or you just wanna get offended 
over what | have to deal with?" 


‘lm not offended, man. | just don't need the deets on what happens on the inside. But yeah, i have a reason for 


calling. Today's the day you find out what the two little shits are, right?" 

"Yep" | said with a smile. 

‘| want you to call me as fucking soon as you can" 

‘| will” | said softly. 

"Promise. Because if you forget to call me I'll never fucking forgive you." 

"| swear on my life, Axl. I'll call you from the doctor's office." 

"Good" He said softly. "Oh, Duff says hi." He laughed and | heard some loud groan in the background. 


"No | don't" Came Duff's muffled voice. "| say help. Help me. Save me from our crazy fuckin singer before he 
kills me." 


"Hey, man | wish | could help but you're the one that decided to pursue him" 

"And | regret it everyday" Duff said solemnly before he was smothered by a pillow. 
"You're such an asshole" Axl grumbled, "Why am | in love with you?" 

"Because | give you good head?" Duff offered 


"Beyond that." 


"Because | keep you warm at night and love you with all I've got?" 


"You're such a romantic.” Axl purred. | could hear springs creaking in the background and what sounded like 


contented hums while kissing. 

"Guys." | cut in. "Focus for a second. | don't wanna hear that." 
"Then hang up, Isbell." 

"Hey, you called me. Seriously though, | want to talk to you, Ax." 


Axl was suddenly all ears. "What's up?" He asked, sounding concerned. Duff was whining in the background, 
begging for coffee. 


"Slash and | are dating." | said, trying to ignore the warm feeling that came along with those words. "I... | think 


we're gonna try and make it work" 

| could practically hear Axls smile. 

"What's he saying?" Duff asked from the background. 

‘Him n' Slash are gonna try doing the double daddy thing together.” Axl said lowly. 


"Awh.." Duff cooed. | heard movement and what sounded like the phone being passed over. Duff was still talking 
the entire time and | only caught the butt end of his words. ".So happy for you, Iz. Seriously. That's great 


news. 
"Hey, man.. Thanks." | said, blushing a little despite myself. 


| heard the floorboards creak and looked up to see Slash standing a little ways off, rubbing his eyes. He looked 
perfect, wearing just his boxers, his hair in disarray and his eyes half-lidded with sleep. 


"Hey guys, | gotta go. Ill call you later." 
"Hey, tell Slash hil" 


"Duff says hi." | said, gaze still lingering over the other guitarist. He gave me a bit of a smile. "Okay guys, 
gotta go." 


"Talk to you soon, lz" 
"Bye." | said, hanging up the phone. Setting the receiver down | jumped up and rushed my new boyfriend. 


"Oh wow, morning." He laughed, arm sliding around my hips. He planted a kiss on my forehead as | nuzzled his 


hair. "What's gotten into you? You're never this cuddly." He asked with another soft laugh. 


"Just happy." | said honestly. "And excited" 

"Today's the day, yeah?" He mused. 

"Today's the day." | agreed, planting a kiss to his neck before pulling away. It was eerie how easily it came.. All 
the fluffy bullshit, | mean. But | guess when put in perspective, we had already fucked multiple times, had two 
kids on the way, and were already pretty close as friends to begin with. 

"Coffee?" Slash asked, trying to be cute. He pecked my lips with a small kiss. 

"ll have a small cup if you're brewing anyway." | said with a sly smile. 

"No. | was asking you to make me coffee..!" He whined. 

"Not happening, man. l'm not even supposed to have caffeine. Fend for yourself!" 

His fingers crept up my sides and | squirmed. 

"Make.. Me.. Coffee." He growled, swamping me with tickles. 

| all but screamed, 

"F-fuck o-offl" | laughed, gasping as he pulled me flush against him. 


"No." He teased, peppering my face with kisses. 


‘Make your own coffee." | whined, trying to squirm from his grip. "I'm not even supposed to have anything 
before we go in today." | pouted even as he kissed me. 


"I'm sure you can afford a coffee." He said softly. 


| knew | could. I'd end up fucking running to the bathroom two minutes after finishing it. But | just didn't want 
to admit defeat. 


"Ugh... Fine." Slash whined, giving me one last kiss before he pulled away and padded out to the kitchen. | 
followed, smiling vaguely as | watched him puttering around the kitchen 


"You could help." Slash teased as he flicked the switch on the coffeemaker. 


"Help with what? Make your own coffee and your own breakfast. You're a big boy." | said mockingly. | stretched 
a little and tried not to blush at the fact that Slash's eyes roamed over my entire body. "Besides, I'm gonna 
shower and start getting ready. The appointment's at eleven and guaranteed traffic's gonna be a bitch." 


"Mm, guaranteed. Hold on a second though, I'll hop in the shower with you.” 
"I can shower on my own" | huffed, "And we won't have time for anything else, so don't even think about it." 


Slash rolled his eyes, "No, to actually shower, dumbass. Like, you wash my hair and I'll make sure you wash 


yours too." 

"Well that doesn't seem fair.” 

"Its not supposed to be.” 

| laughed from the bedroom door before disappearing into the room for a second, When | came back out with 


my change of clothes, Slash was already in the bathroom running the hot water and trying to find the right 


temperature. | swatted his ass as | came up behind him and he jumped. 
"Playful?" 

"No, just wanted to beat on you.” 

‘Man, if you wanna be the abusive boyfriend, you need to be mean, not kinky." 


"Well the problem with that is that you're taking my ‘mean’ and making it kinky. | spanked you. That's supposed 


to be punishment." 
Its hot is what it is. You gonna pull the whip out next and tell me where to go? Hopefully I'll be going down" 
"You're disgusting." | said, shaking my head. 


"Shut up, you like it" He purred, still bent over to check the tap as he positioned himself to rub his ass into 
my crotch. 


| do, but that's not the point" | raised a brow as he bumped against me again. "The water's fine now." | said, 


bending awkwardly over him to check the temperature for myself. 

Standing straight again, | pulled away to get undressed. | heard him huff at my lack of attention paid to him. | 
hesitated before taking my undershirt off, not that it hid much. Looking in the mirror, | paused. Suddenly | was 
glad that | had only gotten tattoos on my arms. 


"What's wrong?" Slash asked as he came up behind me and wrapped his arms around my waist, pulling me back 
into him as he tilted his chin up to rest on my shoulder. 


"Nothing's wrong." | murmured, slowly coming back to my senses and looking up at the other. "I was just 


thinking." 

"Thinking what?" 

"About how fucked I'd be if I'd gotten a tattoo anywhere but my arm." | said truthfully. "And how we should 
probably get in the shower before the hot water runs out. Come on" | tugged at his arms and dropped my 
pants before stepping into the shower. 

Slash soon followed, his desires to do anything ‘inappro-pros' having thankfully dropped. Instead he settled on 
dragging the bar of soap all over my body and taking his time with it. In truth, | was a little embarrassed, but 
he seemed to enjoy it so | didn't complain 

"You're ashamed, aren't you?" He asked when he couldn't get me to meet his gaze. 

"M-maybe." | stammered, seeing no point in lying. 


"Don't be." He said softly, pulling the soap down my back and leaning in to kiss me. | blushed. 


"Why are you so quick to compliment?" | asked quietly, almost hoping he didn't hear me. "I mean, technically we 


just started dating the other day." 

Saul paused, looking me over slowly before a smile came over his face. "Because even if | didn't ‘like you, like 
you', you're still my friend, Izzy. Even if | hadn't knocked you up. You're still my friend. | care about you, 
numbnuts." 

"Oh." | said dumbly. 

"Is that what's been bothering you?" 

"Well that and." | sighed. "Never mind. It's stupid." 

‘Izzy... 

"Fine." | sighed, looking away. | felt beyond stupid, standing naked in the shower and being borderline emotional 
because of my stupid insecurities. "| don't understand why you're attracted to me. | am the furthest thing 
from attractive right now and you keep telling me l'm gorgeous and all this other shit. I'm not deaf, Slash. | can 
hear what everyone else says. I've let myself go. l'm fucking huge and it's only going to get worse." 


Slash listened patiently, his hands stilling at my hips before he pulled me in for several kisses. 


"Give yourself a break, lz.. You're walking for three right now. Our babies are healthy. Its a good thing.." He 
pursed his lips a bit before he continued. "You were so excited the other day.. You do still want them, right?" 


| looked up, a horrified expression taking over my face. "Of course | still want them.. Its just.. | want my body 
back too, y'know? Its been fucking five months. I'm so over being this big, I'm over stretchmarks, l'm over 
having to hide, I'm fucking over not being able to breathe at the best of times let alone at night--" | raised a 
finger to keep Slash silent when he looked ready to protest. "| know that's a normal thing for me, but at least | 
could somewhat breathe at night. But I'm not done. I'm fucking over this whole ordeal. | just want my body 
back. | want to be happy and be happy without having to fucking hide it” 


Slash regarded me with an unreadable expression. | felt embarrassed again. | couldn't help it. 


"Maybe you should call Kit?" He suggested. | had told him the details | had gotten on the guy we'd met at the 
store the other day. Since then we had been in touch, briefly. Making sure that we'd given each other the 
right numbers and shit. "Go hang out with him and just talk. Maybe he's got some helpful info or tips to 
deal..?" 

| sighed softly, grabbing one of the half-empty shampoo bottles that littered the bathtub and squirting a 
generous glob of it into my hand so | could start lathering up Sauls curls. "Maybe.." | murmured, massaging 
my boyfriend's scalp and threading my fingers through his wet hair. 

Slash purred at the feeling, his eyes falling shut as my nails raked through the roots of his hair. 

"Can you massage me everywhere? You're great at that.” He murmured. 

"Maybe later, babe. We've got a time limit” 

"Shitty." 

‘Isn't it just" | muttered, sliding my hands down his back and clawing lightly at the skin. 


"But itll be well worth it” He hummed, sliding his own hands around to cup my ass for a minute before sliding 
them up into my hair. He kissed me softly and we slowly finished our shower. 


Towelling off, | got dressed and looked nervously at my reflection Slash kissed my cheek and nosed at my still 


wet hair. 

"Stop stressing, you look great." 

"But its obvious." | whined, smoothing a hand over my stomach. 
‘It doesn't matter.. You're gorgeous." 


| huffed as he kissed me again, but let it drop. 


"Come and get a coffee, baby. Chill out" 


| sighed, looking up with a small smile. "Okay.. Okay.." | murmured, tilting my head back so | could give him a 
little kiss. 


A little while later we were ready to head out. Slash locked the apartment door before turning to link his arm 
in mine. We walked down the hallway, humming vaguely to ourselves. Someone else was coming out of their 


apartment and | didn't really care until we came up to the stairs. 


"Ugh." | complained as | started the slow walk down. Slash went behind me, his hand touching my shoulder 


every so often. 

Stairs weren't really that big of a problem yet. But the stairs in our building were fucked They were old and 
rotted out and our landlord refused to replace them. As if that wasn't bad enough, they were steep as fuck 
and the steps were too small for what they should have been Really, the entire building was a write off, but 
it was the first real apartment Slash and | got after Guns took off. 

Our down-the-hall-neighbour went rushing past us, almost knocking me over as | stepped off the final step. 
"Hey!" | exclaimed. 

"Hurry up then. Some of us have a schedule to keep." The woman grumbled before rushing out the door. 

| frowned. Well fuck you foo, bitch | thought to myself, quickly calming down. 


"You okay?" Slash asked softly. 


"Yeah, yeah.. Kind of want to run out and key her fucking car though. Fuck her ‘schedule’. She shoulda left 


earlier." 
"If we hurry we might still be able to leave a nice scratch." 
| laughed. "Nah, fuck it. We'll do it when we get back. We have our own schedule to keep." 


Slash grinned, shaking his head and gently leading me out to his car. He went around and held the door for me, 


planting a kiss to my temple before | got in. It was amazing, really. He was really old fashioned and shit, and 
even though he treated me like | was the ‘woman of the relationship’, | knew he didn't mean it like that. He was 
taking care of me, and | loved it. 

The car ride was quiet. | was silently freaking the fuck out, too excited to hold a conversation 

"What are you hoping for?" Slash asked as we grew nearer to the doctor's office. "Boys? Girls? Both?" 

| shrugged, a small smile twitching at my lips. "Not too sure. Two little boys would be cool though.’ 

"Yeah? You think so?" 


"We could teach ‘em how to bike and skate and spit and shoot. You know. Dude stuff. | dunno." 


Slash laughed, turning the car into the parking lot at the doctor's. | was struck with a twinge of fear. Suddenly 


it all seemed so real. 

"Good morning boys." The receptionist said with a cheery voice. 

"Morning, Ann" | said as | came in, a smile breaking across my face. 

"You can go ahead in, Mandy's ready for you both." 

"Sweet deal. Tharks, Ann" Slash said, following close behind me as | all but ran into the office. 
"Well someone's eager." Mandy laughed as | rushed in. "Good morning.” 

"Morning!" | said, going ahead and hopping up on the bed to sit down. 


Mandy finished scribbling away at whatever papers she was filling out before she got up to start getting 
things ready. 


"So how have you guys been? You eager for today?" 

"Good" Slash and | said simultaneously, | continued. ‘Nervous as all hell, actually." 
"Make that double." Slash added. 

Mandy laughed softly, coming over with the gel 


"Well don't be nervous." She said, smearing the warm substance over my stomach once |'d rolled my shirt up. 


"Anxious, yes. Nervous, no." 
y 


"Alright." She said, getting her equipment all set up. | reached for Saul's hand as the scans started, my eyes 
glued to the screen "So everything's looking good.. There's baby one." She moved the wand around a bit, "And 
there's baby two.. Now you're lucky with their position, I'll be able to tell you today whether they're boy or 
girl. Lots of multiples have to wait until there's pictures to review, which still doesn't always work, til they 
move, til they drop, or until their born because sometimes one baby's right in front of the other. Now, they 
still have lots of room to roll around and get shifted, which I'm sure you've been feeling a lot lately... Have 


they been active?" 

"Very." | said, peeling my gaze down to my bared stomach for a second. 

"At night?" 

"Two o'six. Without fail. Every morning.” 

Mandy laughed. "Yeah, that's to be expected though. Once their born you'll have to work on getting them used 
to our clock. Unfortunately there isn't much to do while they're in the womb. Trust me, I've asked." She 
trailed off, looking at the screen. “Alright... So.. Baby one is looking to be.. A little boy." 

Tears stung my eyes and | leaned forward. | heard Slash suck in a breath next to me. 

"And Baby two.. Oh.. Congratulations guys, their fraternal twins, Baby two is a little girl” 

My eyes widened, my stomach bottoming out beneath me. | couldn't fucking believe it. Me. Having a daughter? 


With the way I'd treated women in the past? 


"Holy shit" | gasped, a nervous laugh escaping me. "Holy shit." Slash was silent, staring at the screen as Mandy 
took a quick couple pictures. | looked to my doctor with wide eyes. "For real?" 


"For real" she assured me as she started turning off and and taking down her equipment. "Congrats, guys. l'm 


so proud of you two right now." 


All Good Things 
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| called Axl right away, using one of the payphones at the doctor's office as | said | would. | fucking cried as | 
told him, caught in the crossfire of emotions and unsure of what | was really feeling. | was so happy, but at 
the same time | was terrified. | didn't know how to raise a girl. | didn't know how to raise kids in general but I'd 
felt more comfortable with the idea of a boy. Don't get me wrong, | was over the goddamn moon | was so 
happy, but | was so scared. Girls were so delicate, so much needier, so much more precious in a way | couldn't 
explain. And | had been fucking notorious for treating girls pretty poorly in the past. Given, they weren't 
children nor flesh of my flesh and blood if my blood, but still. 


My crying made Axl cry and by default | heard Duff's voice getting pretty watery too, though he was better 
at keeping it together. 


"What are you gonna name her?" Duff had asked, his smile audible. 


‘lm not sure yet." | said honestly, "We don't have any names picked out, we were waiting until today before we 


picked any" 


| heard Axl sniffle as well as some shuffling and quiet comfort. | assumed that he was snuggled into Duff, 
trying to calm down and play Mister Tough Guy. I'd long since given up on such a notion. | didn't care that 
some of the people in the waiting room were staring at me, | was fucking ecstatic and their judgmental asses 


could get fucked. 


When | finally hung up the phone and went back to find Slash, | couldn't help but have my heart warmed by 
the way he looked at me. The smile that split across his face was contagious and the warmth of emotion that 
radiated from him made me feel safe and comfortable as well as endlessly joyous. | found it amazing how in 
such a short time we had come so far, even if it was still a bit odd for us to be together. Before all of this, | 


don't think we would have even entertained the idea of being together, even if we did fuck the odd time. But 


here we were. 

| was so happy it was fucking exhausting and | almost fell asleep on the drive home. The only thing that kept 
me awake were my thoughts and the excited babble that bounced between Slash and |. We talked about all the 
stuff we could get, the things we could do.. It was great. 


But of course, all good things must come to an end. 


We got closer to home and the first thing that caught our attention was the way that some people were 
standing out on their porch and looking in the direction of our apartment. A spike of nausea rose in me and | 


actually thought for a moment that | was going to be sick 


You know that weird foreboding sense you get in your gut when you just know something isn't right? | was 
getting that hardcore. | unconsciously put a hand on Soul's thigh and squeezed. 


"| don't want to go home." | said, trembling slightly as we got closer to the apartment complex. Something was 


definitely wrong. 


Slash was looking at me all concerned-like, but had to pay attention to the road for the slight influx of people. 
This wasn't right. We lived on a fairly quiet street. | didn't understand why it was so busy. 


‘Izzy its fine." He said softly, "H's probably just some kind of walk or something its no big deal." 
| shook my head but didn't argue. My lips were a tight line as | stared wide-eyed out the window. It wasn't like 
there were thousands of people or anything, but there were more than usual and all the people living in 


neighboring buildings were either out on their porch or looking out the window to see what the commotion was. 


| knew we were fucked when we got to the apartment and saw the cameras. I'm pretty sure | noped so hard 


that Slash still has the crescent-shaped scars in his leg from me digging my fingernails in 

When attention turned to us | locked the door, and rolled the window up. 

"lm not getting out of the fucking car." | said, turning to my boyfriend. 

He gave me a dubious glance, "I'd turn around, lz, but | don't want them to break into the apartment or 
anything. You can pretty much guarantee that someone would tell them which is ours for a quick buck or a 


cameo.” 


| shook my head, grip tightening on his flesh. He hissed and tried to swat my hand away but didn't really 


complain otherwise. 


"Then you can get out and deal with them and I'll fucking leave for elsewhere and call you from Axl's or 
something." | hissed, "I'm not getting out of the fucking car." 


Slash put the vehicle into park and looked over at me. "Izzy, seriously, it's just the fucking press. It's not like 


we haven't had to deal with them before." 
"Yeah well that was before. It's not the same now." | hissed, flinching when someone knocked on the window. 


"Slash, Izzy, a couple words for--" | stopped listening, glaring daggers at Slash. 


‘lm not going out there." 
'Izzy.. You're being unreasonable. We don't even have to talk to them." 
"They've got fucking cameras, we don't even have to talk to them. If | get out I'm fucked. We're all fucked” 


Slash sighed, obviously exasperated. | didn’t give in though, there was no way in hell that | was going out there 
until all the paps had gotten the hell out of dodge. If | hadn't been in the position | was, | would have gone out 
and raised hell, fucking gone at them with my switch or something.. But the last thing | needed was a headline 
with me as the main subject. Public scrutiny was one thing. Letting this get out to the public was another. 


"Is it true that Guns n' Roses is expecting to be on hiatus for another few months? What about the year long 
hiatus rumour? Can we get some details on that? Why now? What's going on with the band? Is a breakup 


imminent?" 

Slash gently nudged me and | shoved him back He hit his head on the roof of the car and | sneered. 
"You handle it" | growled | earned a scowl for that as he rubbed his head. 

"Fine. But I'm calling Axl's place as soon as this is cleared up, so you better be going there." 

"| will" 


He nodded curtly, but rubbed my knee soothingly as a silent gesture of affection that wouldn't get the 
cameras flashing. | gave him a small smile, but otherwise didn't react. Watching as he got out of the car, | was 
almost sickened by the way they swarmed him. Fucking parasites. I'd always felt that way about the press, but 
the feeling only got stronger as there was threat of huge humiliation 


With Slash out of the driver's seat, | reached over and locked that door too before | tried to figure out how | 


was going to maneuver myself into that seat. 


It was uncomfortable as all hell, but | did it. | pushed the driver's seat back as far as it would go and brought 
my knees up under me one at a time and awkwardly stepped over the gearbox. Slowing my breathing and 
wetting my lips, | took a minute before | started the engine. Slash looked back at me and so did several of the 
reporters. They knocked more on the window, one of them even standing in front of the car as though that 


would convince me to stop for my five minutes of fame. 
It didn't. 


| put the car in gear and let it roll forward, bumping against them. They seemed surprised, but must have 
thought | was joking. Putting it into neutral, | revved the engine. They frowned at me and | gave them the 


finger. | wasn't fucking around. | wasn't going to hesitate to run them over if they didn't move. 


Going back into gear, | tapped the gas and the car jumped forward. They jumped on the hood, screaming bloody 
murder. | just let them finally step to the side before driving away, still fuming. 


| couldn't explain why | loathed the paps so much. | know it bothered Axl a lot that | wouldn't make many 
appearances with the band, but honestly | just didn't like being on camera. | didn't like people snooping through 
my shit. | was in the business for the music, not to be some icon, not to be praised as some sort of deity, 
and certainly not to have people tearing my life apart for some fucking story. | mean Axl, bless his soul, was a 
lot more chill with me staying out of the media with the whole pregnancy thing, but even stil. 


| drove in silence for a little while, alone with my thoughts and brooding.. Soon enough though, I'd had enough. | 
had to steer clear of the bad vibes and being pissed the fuck off about shit wasn't doing that. 


| turned the radio on and heaved a sigh. It was going to be alright. Slash would get rid of the vermin and Duff 
would probably have some sort of beautiful something baked for me to snag when | got to his and Axl's place. 
| could drown the negativity in their chatter and the sweet taste of homemade pastry or other. 


Coming to a stop at a red light, | adjusted the volume on the radio and tapped my fingers along with the shitty 


pop song that came through the speakers, sighing once more when | felt movement. 


It was strangely intimate. | was sitting alone in the fairly quiet car with nothing but my thoughts and growing 
babes. | closed my eyes briefly and took a deep breath. 


It would be okay. 


The light turned green and | slowly let off the brake and put on the gas. Everything would be okay. | just had 
to keep telling myself that. I'd gotten so fucking anxious as of late, but honestly.. | knew everything would be 
fine. Slash and | were okay. The band was okay. The babies were okay. |, physically, was okay despite the 


circumstances being stacked against me. 


| turned at the next available right and turned the radio up some more. | was driving right through one of the 
main streets, but it was the fastest cut-across route to Axl's. | kept an eye on the people that passed, smiling 


vaguely at the interactions | saw. 


Paused in traffic, | cracked open the window, starting to sing along quietly with the next song that started 
playing. 


It was pretty much smooth sailing from there. | got to Axl and Duff's with decent time. Getting out of the car 
| tried not to slam the car door before crunching my way up the driveway. | saw some curtains rustle and 


then saw Duff open the front door and step out onto the porch. 


"No Slash?" He mused, hugging me and kissing my cheek as | got up the porch steps. "Congrats by the way. 


Axls been losing his shit all morning since you called" 


| laughed dryly, welcoming the feel of Duff's arm around my hips. It was just a small comfort and actually 


eased a small amount of pressure off my lower back. 


"No, Slash is at home clearing out the trash." Duff gave me a quizzical look but | quickly avoided the question 
forming on his tongue. "And thanks. Has he really? What the hell for?" 


Still looking curious about my lack of Slash, Duff steered me inside anyway. "He has." he said, accepting my 


avoidance. "He's so ecstatic he's a fucking mess." 


| laughed a little, looking up when | saw a flash of red. Suddenly | was taken from Duff and was wrapped in a 


whole and warm embrace. 


‘Oh my God, Iz" Axl breathed, nuzzling oddly at my chest and giving me a gentle squeeze. "A boy and a girl? 


You're having a girl? That's fucking awesome!" 


| laughed softly, returning the embrace. Immediately | was whisked away from any remaining thought about 


the paparazzi thing. | rest my head on Axl's shoulder. 

"Yeah. I'm gonna have a daughter." | said, sounding oddly nonchalant for being so freakishly emotional. 
"She's going to be beautiful" He said, "And treated like fucking royalty." 

| smiled, giving Axl a squeeze before pulling away so | could pull up a chair. 


"So where is Slash?" Axl asked, sitting in the seat across from mine. Duff went over to put a pot of coffee on 
before joining us at the table. "I heard you say he was doing something, but missed what the big deal was." 


| sighed, shuffling a hand through my hair. "We had some people at the apartment when we came home from 


the doctor's." 
"People?" Axl looked concerned 

"Reporters, journalists, scum. Whatever you wanna call them" 
Duff's eyes went wide, "Seriously? What did they want?" 

"A story" | said flatly, soon interrupted by Axl 


"They probably wanted to know what was happening with the band. | got flocked the last time | went out 


anywhere." 


Duff shot him a look, "ls that why you haven't come shopping in a fucking week?" 


"Yup." Axl drummed his fingers on the table. "People wanna know what's going on. We had an album in 
production but suddenly went on hiatus, it's causing a stir and its understandable, but it would have caused 


even more of a stir if they had have caught wind of the real reason No offense Izzy." 
"None taken" | muttered, watching as Duff got up again to pour the coffees. 


He brought over the sugar bowl, milk and also a plate of sugar cookies. | took one of the biscuits without a 
second thought. 


Its the truth. Its not normal and it would cause a fucking stink the same way it would if management caught 
wind that we're all fucking each other. We'd have no more record. All our rights would be taken away and the 
band would be fucking destroyed." | nibbled at my treat and frowned. "Which is why | refused to get out of the 
fucking car. The last thing | want is to be torn the fuck apart by those fucking lunatics. It's bad enough just 
making trips to the store." 


"Well it was a good call." Axl sighed, looking up when Duff put a coffee in front of him. | thanked the bassist 


when he handed me my mug. "I can't believe they camped out your goddamn house though." 


| shrugged, biting off more of my cookie and adding some sugar to my coffee. "Neither can |, but anyway, 
that's where Slash is. We're going to have to do something though, | can't keep fucking sneaking around, and if 
they show up at the apartment again l'm going to end up going to jail for fucking murder. | almost ran one of 
the bastards over as | left." 


"Shit." Axl sighed, Duff looked amused and | laughed as | gave him a high-five. "Well | mean, you guys can 


always jump ship, can't you? Pack up and leave?" 


"And go where?" | scoffed. | just didn't want to have to run away from my problems this time.. And besides, 
the doctor that was overlooking this whole thing was here so it wasn't like | could go far. 


| dunno." Axl grumbled, looking up at the sound of tires crunching up their gravel driveway. 


Duff was the one to get up and pull back the curtain to check it out. He looked back at me before going to the 


coffee maker to pour a fourth cup. 

"Its Slash." He said, calling out when the door was knocked upon. "Come in, dude. We're all in here." 

The door opened and Slash trudged in. He looked exhausted, though he visibly brightened when he saw me 
sitting there. Duff handed him his coffee and told him to sit down. | stood up when he came over and let him 
take my chair. He set his coffee on the table and promptly pulled me into his lap. | tried to get as comfortable 


as possible, but | was fucking afraid | was going to cut off circulation to his legs. 


| thought you said you'd call" | said, pausing a moment. "Are they gone?" 


"For now." He said, sighing. "But the landlord's fucking pissed." 
| sighed, "Great." 


‘Isn't it just" He sipped at his coffee, resting his chin on my shoulder once he'd set it down again. "So we might 


have to find a new place." 


| barked a laugh, unable to help it. Oh the irony. The fucking irony. | mean, obviously some shitty one bedroom 
apartment wasn't going to cut it for when the twins came into the world, so we were going to have to get 


another place anyway, but honestly. | hadn't expected it to be a right now thing. 


| noticed Duff and Axl speaking to each other lowly before they got up and went to the other room, telling us 
they'd be back in a bit. My only assumption was that they were giving us a moment to talk to each other 


alone, seeing as it was something they didn't really need to be involved in 


"Where the hell are we supposed to go?" | asked, "Mandy's located here. Work, whenever we get back to it, is 
here. Everything is here." 


Slash sighed, scrubbing at his face. "I don't know, babe. But look, we had the last appointment for a while today. 
Work, we aren't going to be doing anything until well after the kids are born.. We aren't tied down and we really 
can't stay in LA with the wolves at the door like that.” 


"So what, you wanna leave entirely?" 
"It wouldn't be that bad an idea." 


It was my turn to sigh. "And where the hell are we supposed to go? Fucking Arkansas? We don't have 


anywhere else." 
"We could hook up with family.” 


My face went red at the thought. Yes. Because the first thing | wanted to do was get back in touch with my 
parents after like three years and then show up on their doorstep at five months along and another man on 
my arm. Great idea My mother would probably die of a heart attack and my father would probably chase me 
off with a shotgun. 


As if reading my thoughts, Slash gently combed some of my hair out of my face. 
‘Or we could stay sort of in LA with my mum or my grandma.. Izzy, | know it's gonna be hard, but they're 


gonna find out at least about us one day anyway. We don't have to elaborate on anything else but us being 
together." 


| closed my eyes, letting myself sink into his body. | curled up slightly and let him wrap his arms around me. | 
was scared. | was fucking scared. That's what the problem was even if | didn't want to admit it to anyone else. 
| was terrified of what people would think. | was terrified of ruining family ties and | was even more terrified 


of anything going public. 


Ill be okay, baby." Slash said softly, kissing my head and combing through my hair with his fingers. His nails 
felt good on my scalp. | sighed a small happy sigh and nodded against him. 


"| know.." | said softly, 


"Do you wanna just stay here tonight?" Axl's voice startled me and made me jump a little. | looked over warily 


to see him in the archway between kitchen and living room. "Cause you's can" 

| nodded again. "If Slash is down with it.. Yeah, maybe.. Give us a bit of time to think it over." 
Slash nodded, "Think it over and get in touch with anyone need be." 

Axl nodded shortly, "We'll get the guest room ready then" He mumbled, disappearing once again. 
| looked back up at Slash. "Will your family be okay with us?" 

He shrugged, "I dont see why they wouldn't be. | mean, you make me happy." 

"Do |?" | teased, "We started dating by way of a fluke." 


"You made me happy before we started dating." He said softly, kissing me quickly. "You were my best friend. 
You are my best friend” 


"I thought Stevie was your best friend?" | mused, "He's going to think he was replaced.” 
Slash laughed, "Steven is my best friend, but it's a different breed of it” 


| chuckled, absently tracing my fingers up his chest as | thought. "They won't freak out or anything though? 


Your family, | mean" 


Slash shrugged, "My dad mightn't be too impressed, but we aren't going to be dealing with him so it doesn't 


matter. Honestly, I'm pretty sure my mum would love you." 


| looked down as | thought it over, my brows furrowing slightly at an influx of movement on the inside. 


Goddamn, | thought, these kids were going to be fucking gymnasts if they kept it up. 


| looked back up at Slash and studied his face a moment. He was looking me over calmly, waiting patiently for 
me to make up my mind Pursing my lips a little, | finally nodded. 


"Okay." | said, "Okay. We can go stay with your family." 


He smiled softly and kissed me sweetly. "I'll make the calls in the morning then, see who's got the space for 


us. 


| snuggled back into him and sipped at my coffee as we sat in silence. It was comfortable though, and soon 
enough, Duff and Axl had come back from whatever they'd been doing. We fell into comfortable conversations 
about things, all sorts of things. We talked about the album and where it was going to go once we'd picked it 
back up. We talked about the kids. We talked about management at the record company and we talked about 
menial little other things, laughing about stories from back in the day and making fun of each other for stupid 
things. Duff eventually went to call Steven and see if he wanted to come up and join for supper, seeing as 
most the band was here anyway. He agreed on the grounds that he could bring his girlfriend. That was no 


problem. 


When he showed up, he'd brought a bottle of watermelon wine and a carton of fruit smoothie shit as well as a 
huge congratulation that confused the fuck out of his girlfriend. He didn't stop smiling the whole fucking time 
and honestly, | was surprised. He was sober, aside from his wine, tonight and fucking happy. | felt like | hadn't 
spoken to him in forever, but he was fucking happy for me. | tried to make a mental note to get him 


something for that. A thanks of some kind. 


Dinner consisted of delivery pizza and suicide wings. Matched with the wine for the guys and smoothie for me 
and Slash (since he'd decided to support me in my shitty case of being the only one unable to drink), it was a 
feast fit for kings. We ate sprawled and tangled in the living room and watching old cheesy horror movies. It 
was like old times but better. 


Things were good, and | was glad. | was a bit anxious about the fact that Slash and | would have to move 
house, but honestly, it was for the better. | wasn't sure where we'd go beyond his mother's or grandmother's 


place, but | tried not to think about it. 


That night, despite all the excitement of the day, | slept easily. | ended up snoring halfway through our fourth 
movie, actually, resting back against Slash who was sitting against the couch. Even if he was sort of eating my 
hair because of the position | was in, he didn't complain. He just let a hand rest on my stomach as the other 
passed through my hair and his eyes lay trained on the TV screen. | was almost completely asleep, but l'm 


almost positive | was dreaming when i heard him whisper to me: 


"I think | love you, Stradlin. Sleep tight, babe. We'll get sorted in the morning, | promise." 


Coming Home pt | 
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When the next morning rolled around, | found that | was in bed. | panicked at first, not remembering how | got 
there. I'd fallen asleep in the fucking living room.. Hadn't |? | relaxed after a moment when | heard slow and 
even breathing next to me, looking over to see Slash tangled in one of the blankets and sleeping soundly. | 
shuffled back down and curled back up against him, soaking in his warmth. | figured he must have carried me 
to bed when it got too late. | was touched, but at the same time, annoyed that he wouldn't just wake me up. It 


must have been a pain in the ass to fucking move me. 


| nuzzled into the crook of his neck and took a deep breath. This was comfortable, unbelievably so.. Even if it 


woke him up. 
He took a sharp breath and peeked over his shoulder at me. 
‘Morning, sleepy head" He said, voice slurred and low with sleep. 


"Morning" | said softly, letting him get turned around so he was curled around me instead. That was much 


more comfortable. "Did you bring me to bed last night?" | asked. 


He yawned, snuggling into my chest and nodding. "Yeah. It was really late when we all called it quits, so | didn't 


wanna wake you up." 
My lips twitched, caught between smiling and frowning. "You could have woke me up." 


"It was like four o'clock" He murmured, looking up at me through his hair. "I wasn't fucking waking you up just 


to go to bed. It was fine." 


| huffed, but let it go. | really did appreciate the sentiment. | hummed vaguely as | felt his hands stroke up and 


down my back. 


"How's Thing One and Thing Two this morning?" He asked softly, hands resting at my lower back for a moment 


before coming around to smooth over my stomach. | couldn't help but smile widely. 


"Still sleeping, | think" | said, looking down as he pushed my t-shirt up. 


| blushed as he kissed my stomach twice and came back up to kiss me. | suddenly remembered what I'd heard 
him say in what | had thought to be a dream and blushed even more. | returned his kiss briefly before having 
to pull away and rush up to get something to stop my nose from bleeding. Slash was laughing, not sure what 
my deal was and why | was so embarrassed, but when | came back to the bed, he held me tightly and 


smothered me in a few more kisses. 


"You okay?" He asked softly, still laughing a little as | wiped my nose with the back of my hand to make sure 


there was no more blood. "No damage done, | hope?" 


| shook my head, "Nah, it's fine." | said, promptly diving back under the blankets and snuggling back up to him. 
"Nothing new. Just horribly timed” 


This was true, it didn't happen excessively, but I'd gotten used to the random nosebleeds. They were pretty 


normal, apparently. 
Slash chuckled once more and rest against me. "Good, as long as you're okay." 


| chewed at my bottom lip a bit, looking down at him with a mass of feelings welling up within me. He looked up 
at me through half lidded eyes and we stayed like that for quite a while, just looking at each other in silence. 


"So when | call mom." Slash finally said, breaking the silence. | breathed heavily through my nose and stretched 
a little. "Am | telling her straight up, or do you wanna do the subtle shit?" 


| sighed, slumping back down after having gotten rid of the crick in my spine. 
"Might as well get it over with and just break it to her." 


He nodded, passing a hand through his hair and sighing a little. "I'm sure it'll be fine." He murmured, "But | 
wonder if Ash is still living at home. It might be a little cramped." 


| shrugged. I'd met Saul's brother before, he was pretty chill. | had no qualms against possible roommates, | 
just didn't want said roommates running their mouths about my current state. | didn't imagine Albion would be 


such a dick like that, so | really didn't care. 


"Is just a temporary anyway, right?" | murmured, letting my hand settle on his waist. "Just til we figure out 


what the fuck we're doing.” 


He nodded, resting his head on my chest and leaving his hand smoothing circles over my tummy. | sighed softly 
and let my head fall back against the wall. However, both Slash and | jumped a little when there was sudden 
movement from one of the kids. | wasn't sure if | jumped because Slash jumped or if he jumped because | did. 


It wasn't big, and | wasn't to expect anything big for a while, so it really hadn't been a shock to me. 


"Oh my God, did you feel that?" Slash gasped, staring. 


It only then occurred to me that he had never experienced the moving and somersaults like I'd been He looked 


up with wide eyes, obviously seeking some sort of answer. | just laughed. 


"Say hi to your little gymnast" | chuckled, letting my head fall back again. | shut my eyes and took a deep 
breath, content. "Guess it's officially time to get up." 


"Do they do that all the time?" Slash asked, moving to sit on my legs and look down at me. 


"Not always." | said, slowly opening my eyes to look up at him. | smiled at the curiosity that was written over 


his face. "Just when they're awake." 
"ls it uncomfortable?" 
"Not overly, you get used to it after a while.. It probably will though, you know, as they get bigger" 


He looked down again, head tipping slightly to the side as he looked me over. "That's fucking amazing." He said, 
still awed. 


| just kind of brushed it off, | didn't think it was that exciting. Like, yeah, it was kind of cool being able to feel it 


from the outside, but it wasn't new to me to be able to feel their antics. 
"You're fucking amazing.” Slash continued, kissing me sweetly. | hummed against him 
“Alright, cowboy." | mused, lightly swatting his ass. "Enough. Time to lemme up." 


He kissed me again and slowly peeled himself off of me, still feeding me several kisses as he did so. | smirked 
and kissed his nose before crawling out of bed and stretching before padding out to the bathroom. | groaned a 
little when | found the door locked and could hear the shower running. | knocked on the door and got a feminine 
voice tell me to fuck off. Huffing a sigh and subjecting myself to the awkward, childish, |-need-to-pee shuffle, | 
made my way out to the living room and cocked my head at the sight of Stevie sitting up on the pullout couch 
and watching cartoons. He hadn't exactly struck me as the Scooby Doo type of guy, but here we were. 


"Nothing else on?" | asked, gingerly sitting in one of the recliners and trying to take my mind off the fact that 
| had to go. 


Steve looked up somewhat blankly, soon after giving me a smile. "Morning," He said cheerily, shaking his head 
soon after and aggravating the shit out of his bedhead. "Nah, not really. The news is shit, there's no good 
tunes on MTV and Cooking With Miss Fake Tits doesn't really tickle my fancy." 

| snorted. "Tickle your fancy?" | asked, "Where the hell'd that come from?" 


"The show" Steven laughed, "I heard it and was like ‘| need to fucking use that at least once today’. So one 


down, we'll see how many more times to go." He paused, "By the way, you seen Jackie?" 
"Your girlfriend?" 

"Yeah." 

"She's in the shower." | said, settling back and glancing at the TV every so often 


"Oh, okay." Steve paused as he watched the screen again, smiling vaguely at some of the funnies that were 
pulled out. He eventually looked back at me, giving me a sort of odd look before he decided to speak again. "So 
Duff's been keeping me filled in on what's been happening.’ He said, "Sorry | haven't been around n' shit. I've 
been trying to figure some stuff out" He smiled again, “But I'm really fucking happy with the news. Grats 


again" 


| smiled back at him. "Thanks, man | appreciate it. It's okay though. You've got your own shit going on, we all do, 
it's no big deal." 


| looked behind me when | heard a door open and some footsteps down the hall. Seeing Steven's girl come 

strutting out in a bathrobe, | quickly took my chance. She gave me a certain look as | passed, but didn't say 
anything to me. | figured it was for the best. | just went to the bathroom and did my thing, relief hitting me 
like a goddamn train. | washed my hands and made my way back out to the living room. | was a bit surprised 


to see Stevie and his girl bickering back and forth. 


"If you wanna smoke go out on the porch." Steven said, a certain whine to his voice. "I'll go out for one with 


you, but you can't smoke inside. Axl'll be pissed” 
The girl tsked. "Who the hell doesn't smoke inside? Besides, we used to be able to." 


"A person with asthma." Stevie said, lying so easily | was seriously impressed. He flipped idly through the 


channels, looking up as | sat back down. "And rules change, babe. Seriously, you can't smoke in here." 


She lit up anyway. She was far enough away that the smoke didn't bother me, but Steve was pissed. He 
grabbed the cigarette right from her mouth and stubbed it out on the table. 


"lim not fucking joking.’ He snapped, pushing her back into her sitting position when she tried to reach for it. He 
didn't even flinch as she pummeled her fists against his chest. 


"What the fuck, Stevenl? It's just a fucking cigarette!" 
"A cigarette you can take the fuck outside. Stop trying to cause shit” 


She continued to whine and bitch, but | stopped listening when | heard another body come out. Slash was doing 
up the fly of his jeans with one hand as the other ruffled through his hair. 


"It smells like smoke." He grumbled, coming over and squeezing into my chair with me. 


| shuffled over and managed to wind up sitting halfways in his lap. | laughed a little at the awkward position, 
laughing more when Slash insisted on shuffling around underneath me. 


"Ey, Popcorn, turn it back to that Scooby Doo shit." He said, waving vaguely at the television Stevie flashed 
him a grin and did as he was told. 


Everyone present eventually settled back down to watch the cartoons. Steven placated his girlfriend with a few 
kisses, apologizing for pushing her, but not touching the topic of what had happened with the dart. Slash gently 
combed his fingers through my hair, kissing at my temple. 


‘| called mom." He said softly, speaking quietly so we wouldn't be overheard. 
"Already?" 


"Dude, it's fucking ten o'clock" He laughed, "I wasn't sure if she was gonna be home later in the day. Its all cool 


with her." He said, "She's excited to meet you." 
"Oops." | laughed a little, "Cool. So when do we head up?" 


"Just whenever. | figure we can go back to the apartment and load both cars full of some crap today and lock 
the doors and head up." 


"Okay." | said softly, "So we'll leave shortly then?" 


He nodded, curling some of my hair behind my ear. "Once Axl and Duff are up, we'll grab a coffee and let ‘em 
know the gameplan before heading out. It's only like fifteen, twenty minutes away, but | don't wanna just 


disappear on them, y'know?" 
| nodded, resting into his side. "Yeah, they'd probably freak out if we just up and left" 


As if on cue, there was a yelp and some yelling from down the hallway along with peals of laughter followed by 
thudding footsteps of someone running and a second pair running after them. | looked up in time to see Axl 
race down the hall and past us into the kitchen, Duff not far behind. Axl was laughing like a madman and Duff 


was choking on air as he tried not to laugh at the singers antics. 
"You fucking asshole!" Duff finally laughed, "Get the fuck back here!" 


| craned my neck to see what was going on and saw Axl pinned against the kitchen counter, grinning like the 
proverbial cat who got the canary and giggling. Duff towered over him, suppressing his smile awfully and also 
giggling. | brought my gaze back to the television as the two kissed and made up about whatever had gone on, 


blushing slightly. | wondered if Slash and | would end up like that. | didn't fully understand my feelings for him, 
and was certain that the admission I'd got last night was a figment of my imagination, so | didn't know what he 
felt towards me. | mean, | knew that there were feelings there. We wouldn't be dating if there weren't, but | 


didn't know how strong they were or how deep they ran. 
We were doing lots of cuddly bullshit, but that might have just been both of us missing intimacy and sex. We 
were both very physical people and weren't really getting that from each other in other ways, so maybe we 


were finding other outlets for it. 


Speaking of physical, Slash was smoothing his hands over my back. | couldn't help it as | purred and arched into 


him. He grinned. 
"Like that?" 


| nodded, trying to be discreet so not to draw attention to myself. "Better than sex, honestly." | muttered, 
sighing happily as he started kneading the tight muscles in my lower back. 


He laughed softly, going back to watching the TV as his talented fingers worked their magic over my flesh. The 
only reason why it stopped was because the smell of fresh coffee reached our noses. Steven was the first to 
go hunting it down and his girlfriend soon followed. Slash and | had to take a minute to try and untangle 


ourselves from each other, but weren't too far behind. 


Soon we were all seated around the table sipping at coffee and nibbling at whatever we were each able to get 


our hands on as it had become a free for all and Duff didn't feel like cooking for six people. 
"So you guys get sorted out?" Axl asked, looking between Slash and |. 


Slash nodded, passing me off the bowl of fruit we'd been sharing. | popped a grape in my mouth and looked up 
as Slash spoke. 


"Yeah, | called mom this morning and she's gonna let us room with her." 


Steven laughed, but | knew it wasn't malicious. "Moving back in with mommy?" He teased, poking Saul's arm 


jokingly. Slash swatted back at his hand 

"Yeah, actually" He smirked, "And mommy's happy to have us, so fuck off" 
"Tell her | say hi" Stevie chuckled, sipping at his coffee. 

‘Will do” Slash said with a small salute 


| passed the bowl back and couldn't help but find some amusement in it. Once upon a time it had been a very 


different bowl we would share. 


Axl seemed pleased. "Any other plans beyond that?" 


"No." | said, reaching over and taking another grape from the bowl. "We're just gonna get a roof over our 


heads with no pap sticks and make a game plan from there." 
Axl nodded, "Sounds good. Just don't want to see y's stuck." 
| smiled a bit. "Thanks, man. | think we'll be good." 


| popped the grape between my lips, brows furrowing when | noticed Slash looking at me. My head tipped 
slightly to the side and before | could eat my grape, Slash pressed his lips to mine and snatched it. | pouted 
and he snickered as he gave me several more kisses as though that made up for it. 


When | went to take another piece of fruit, he waved my hand off and grabbed it for me. | was confused at 
first and blushing like an idiot, but he held up the piece of cantaloupe and | took a small bite, my teeth grazing 
his thumb. He smirked before giving me the second half. My heart was racing. Everyone at the table had fallen 
into other conversations but | was still hyper aware of their presence. | mean, he was just being cute, but it 
felt like it was something more than that. Like it was something that really should have been taken to the 
bedroom. The action of him taking a piece of fruit and making me eat it from between his fingers was 
repeated a few times. He kissed me in between some, and ate some himself in that time. It was when he 
started trying to convince me to go back to the bedroom or to the shower that | broke out of the sort of 
trance it had put me in. | shook my head, biting back a playful smile. 


"No, we have to go soon" | said, barely suppressing my giggles. He shifted awkwardly underneath me. 
"Iz, we have all day. We do not have to go soon. 


| gave him a quick kiss, laughing softly at the exasperated sigh that passed his lips. | felt Axl's gaze fall to us 
and when | looked over | was surprised to see him smiling warmly before he looked away again. | turned back 
to Slash, my fingers drumming on his chest. He was looking me over with a smirk at his lips and an otherwise 


unreadable expression. 


"You're such a cocktease." He mumbled, kissing behind my ear before letting me jump back into conversation 


with everyone else. 


He peppered my neck with kissed and small licks as his hands roamed. | reached across the table and took the 
pot of coffee so | could pour myself another one, knowing full well that l'd regret it upon standing. | put my 
sugar in it and nursed my mug as | spoke back and forth with everyone and was swamped with attention from 


my lover. 


A little while later, Slash and | hit the road and made our way back to the apartment. | lamented over the fact 
that we had to drive separately, just because if | was following him up the highway to Laurel Canyon, that 
would mean trying not to get too big a distance or too many cars between us. | hated having to bring in the 


rear in a convoy, no matter how small it was. 


However, | was pleased that there was no one at the apartment when we got there. We headed in and up, and 
even though | was having mixed feelings about leaving, | was endlessly glad that this was going to be one of 
the last times | would have to go up and down those fucking stairs. | had to pause when we got to the top, 


displeased with that fact, but | had to fucking stretch my back. | walked the rest of the way to our door with 
my hands at my back and Slash repeatedly asking if | was okay. 


"Fine" | murmured, giving him a kiss to try and convince him of that. "I'm fine. tll go away shortly." | knew it 
would, too. It always did at some point or another. | absently rubbed my back as Slash unlocked the front door, 


going in once it opened. 


Coming up behind me, Slash slid his arms around my waist and pulled me back into him. | hummed quietly, 
pleased at his warmth. 


"Remember when we first moved here?" He asked, kissing the side of my head. 


"Yeah. | remember picking the place solely because there were lots of places to stash our shit and it was a 


quick walk from one of the busy corners." | mused. 
“Sucks to be leaving that behind, doesn't it?" He teased, chuckling a bit. 


"Oh yeah, doesn't it just." | shook my head. "It does seem we're working backward though.. Moving out of our 
first apartment to go live with mom? | mean, honestly." 


Slash laughed, kissing me again, this time on the lips. | smiled against him, tongue darting out to briefly taste 
him. Hearing him purr, | smirked and did it again. He was quick to take advantage, but | was just as quick to put 
a stop to anything before it happened. | gave him a quick couple pecks before pulling away. 


"We better get packing, babe. | don't wanna get stuck in rush hour traffic." 


He huffed, but did come along with me to start packing up our shit in the living room. We weren't taking 

everything. Mostly just valuables and keepsakes and clothes. Furniture would stay. Most unimportant shit would 
stay.. Our record collection was definitely not staying though. | awkwardly dragged the box out. | got in shit for 
it, but shrugged it off. | wasn't hurting, it was no big deal. | dragged it over to start a pile of stuff to go down 


and out to the cars. 


Going through some old shit, Slash found a few old photo albums he had brought from when he first moved 
out here. | snagged them before he could put them in the pile and sat on the floor to flip through them. The 
sound of his complaining fueled me to flip through and study every single page. | was in awe. There were a 
bunch of pictures from when he was a kid. 

"Oh my God" | said, brows raised. "You were cute once." 

He recoiled. "Hey! | resent that" 

| smirked up at him. 

"Are you saying l'm not cute now? What kind of boyfriend are you?" 

My smirk grew into a catty grin. "Thats exactly what l'm saying." | teased. 

"What the fuck?" He pouted a bit, brows furrowed at me. "Why would you say that?" 

"Because somehow this adorable little flower child grew into some kinda beast. Walking sex, if you will." 
Surprise came over his face before the smug grin did. 


"Give me that." He said, snatching back the albums and laughing. "You're such an ass. Seriously.” 


We quickly went back to going through things, making our way through all the rooms and eventually ending up 
in the bedroom. 


"You know." Slash said, poking his head up to look at me. He was on his hands and knees, looking under the bed 
for any hidden goods. "This very well might be the last time we see this bed." 


| looked back at him, somewhat confused. 

"This is the bed that ruined our lives and also got us together." 

| rolled my eyes and went back to folding my clothes. | was doing so well, too. Then Slash came up behind me 
and pulled my hips back. | took in a slow but sharp breath as he made me sway with him in front of the 
mirror. | craned my neck to look up at him and ended up getting a kiss. My eyes fell shut as a sigh passed my 


lips. 


"Slash." | murmured, trying to get a grip on the situation once again. "Slash, we don't have time, baby.. What's 
gotten into you?" 


He continued to kiss me, his lips drawing unwanted noises from mine as | mewled. "There's always time." He 


murmured between kisses. "I'm horny. Been horny since that litle run around this morning." 


His teeth were at my neck and | was suddenly finding it very difficult to remember my name, let alone reasons 
not to do this right now. | tilted my head and sighed in pleasure as his soft lips would soothe the spots he bit 
at. 


"Is that right?" | asked dumbly, pushing back against him, pleased to find him hard just behind his jeans. "Why 
didn't you say anything?" | teased, seeking his lips with mine. 


He bit at my bottom lip for that, his hands roaming down to maybe push my pants down. Honestly, God bless 
jogging pants. It made things so much fucking smoother. There was a pause as he fiddled with the waistband, 
but soon after he was palming at my crotch, his lips curling when he felt my excitement tenting the soft 


material. 


"You're so fucking gorgeous." He whispered, nosing at my neck and finally pushing my pants down. "I wanted to 


fuck you so fucking bad when we were over at Axis." 


| hummed vaguely, my gaze tilting so | could look in the mirror. | groaned softly at the sight that met me, 
groaning again when Slash pushed me forward that | had to brace myself on the dresser. 


"I'm gonna fuck you now. That okay?" 


He smirked as he said it, but | knew he was legitimately asking. Any of the few times we'd been intimate it had 
been handjobs and awkward dry humping. It had been awkward as all hell to get the sex talk from the doctor, 
but she'd told us, among other things, that we were okay to have penetrative sex. It wouldn't hurt either of 
the babies and she'd even suggested it might be beneficial | didn't know how, but | guess | was about to find 


out. 


| nodded as | gripped the dresser, my nails scratching at the already scratched veneer. "Yes." | breathed, 
arching my back. | felt amazing. | felt sexual and fucking sexy, the way that he looked at me.. | couldn't help 
but watch in the mirror. "Please." | stuck my ass out and tossed my head a little to get my hair out of my 
face. The look on Saul's face said it all. "Please, baby. | want you." | whined. 


| gasped a little when | felt his fingers pressing against my lips, the tips tugging gently at the corners of my 


mouth. | tentatively stuck my tongue out to taste, soon after parting my lips to allow him entrance. 
"Then suck." He growled, his other hand going back down to undo his jeans. 


He rubbed his cock against my ass and gave my member a couple long strokes. | whined loudly around his 
fingers, heat pooling within me. There was no going back now, | needed to get fucked something crazy. | swirled 
my tongue dutifully around his fingers, having no problem with the way he thrust them in and out of my 
mouth as though it were his cock. When he finally removed the digits from my mouth, | was panting. He 
prepped me with ease, going up to three fingers to make sure I'd be able to handle him after so long. | pushed 


back against his hand on every in, the full feeling driving me closer and closer to that bliss we both sought. | 
ended up actively complaining when he pulled his fingers out, not shutting up until he rubbed the head of his 
cock against me. Even then, my bitching just changed to pleading. | watched in the mirror through half-lidded 
eyes, a high pitched noise passing parted lips when he finally pushed into me. | shifted awkwardly as | tried to 
get used to his girth, nothing short of pleased. 


He started a slow and shallow rhythm that drove me absolutely insane. | pushed back against him, my legs 
shaking and threatening to go out on me. | whimpered as | felt his arms circle under my hips to hold me up. It 
changed the angle and caused him to start pushing deeper into me. | looked up desperately through a hooded 
gaze and met his eyes in the mirror. A pulse of pleasure hit me. My breathing was ragged and the only thing 
holding me up was Slash holding me and me holding the dresser, but oh God was | close. 


"Look at yourself” Slash purred, a certain level of awe in his voice. 


| moaned softly, "Look at us" | corrected, a soft noise escaping me as he rubbed against my prostate. "God, 


Slash." | groaned, "I'm so close." 


He leaned forward, effectively trapping me. His hand snaked out and stroked me, his lips finding my neck once 
again My eyes were heavy, but | managed to hold his gaze in the mirror, my panting breaths fogging up the 
glass. Already there was a myriad of red and purple marks over and around my neck. | was sure that if | 

peeled my shirt back I'd see them all over my shoulder too, but it didn't stop Slash at all. | couldn't help but 


wonder just what his mother would think when | waltzed into her house covered in hickies. 


He very purposefully aimed for my prostate again, moving me around and thrusting against it. Embarrassingly 
high pitched noises escaped me each time, the hand on my dick making my eyes roll back in my head. Slash 
groaned from behind me, his rhythm becoming lost. | had half a mind to tell him to pull out, but not only would 


words not meet me, it really wouldn't accomplish anything. | was already fucking pregnant. 


| gasped loudly, my body going slack as that final crest of pleasure broke. | cried out a breathy, high-pitched 
moan and felt Slash pull my body in close to his. He groaned and buried in my neck as a warmth filled me. | 
stayed trembling in his arms for a moment, waiting for the shakes to exit at least my legs before | shimmied 
out of Slash's hold. | grabbed the closest thing | could find and cleaned myself off before pulling my pants up. 


Slash was watching me with some blissed out look and | smirked at him. 


"Happy now?" | teased, double checking that | didn't have cum all over my clothes or anything before going 


back to my suitcase. 


He hummed, "Very." He purred, leaning over and kissing me before going back to what he'd been doing before 
we got sidetracked. 


"Are we almost done packing?" | asked, "I didn't realize we had so much shit that was actually worth 


something.” 


Slash laughed, "Yeah. Just our clothes, which you're almost done, and l'm just double checking that there's 


nothing of value hiding anywhere." 
"Okay, perfect." | murmured, trying to quickly finish with the folding of the clothes. 


We both finished in about ten minutes. | lugged the suitcase full of clothes out to the entranceway and looked 
at the couple lonely boxes of stuff, most of them were full of records or stuff from the band. Any other 


belongings were either instruments or accessories for our instruments. 


Hauling the stuff down the stairs, Slash seemed somewhat worried with the amount of stress it put me 
through. | know he was just concerned about my well-being, but | kind of wanted to tell him to fuck off. It was 
fine. Yeah, it was a bit problematic, but it wasn't anything | couldn't handle. Or so | thought. 


| was only carrying my guitar and amp, it wasn't like it was a big load.. But | guess with all the stuff before, | 
was sort of worn out. | almost fell down the stairs. It was starting to get busier as people came home off 
their shift work, and there were some people going up and down the stairs with us. | guess someone 
accidentally knocked me or my guitar or something. With my centre of gravity being so far off from normal, | 
nearly went tumbling down the stairs. Instead, | managed to catch myself and flop back on my ass. It didn't 
hurt, but | had already started to panic. My throat tightened and tears stung my eyes. | struggled to regulate 
my breathing. 


Slash was on me in seconds. 


‘Izzy, lz, baby..? Are you okay?" He asked, scooting around to squat down in front of me. "Did you fall? Does 
anything hurt?" He put his hands on my stomach and tried to meet my gaze. "Are they okay?" 


| shook my head, managing a deep breath. "It's fine. I'm fine. | didn't fall hard or anything." 

One of his hands moved up to cup my face. "When we get down the stairs | want you to take a break, okay?" 
He said, somehow sounding soft but firm at the same time. "I'll grab what's left of the guitars and get you a 
glass of water, okay? But you need to take a break, baby. You're gonna hurt yourself" 

My lip trembled, but | nodded. Some people were looking at us weird for being stopped in the narrow stairwell, 
but | didn't mind. | just handed Slash the guitar, clutched the amp in one hand, and securely wrapped my other 
arm around Slash's waist so he could help me get down the stairs and to the car. 

| sat on the bumper of Slash's car, staring awkwardly at my feet as he went back in for the last couple 
things. When he came back out with two guitars, our last amp, and the promised glass of water, | gave him a 
weary smile. 


"Hi, Superman" | murmured, taking the glass and quickly drinking from it. 


"Does that mean you're my Lois Lane?" He mused, "Or are you my Kryptonite?" 


| laughed a little, starting to feel better and not as anxious any more. | looked over as he sat next to me on 
the bumper of his car. He smiled, playfully punching my arm before sliding his arm around my waist to pull 
me closer. He kissed my temple. 

"You okay?" He asked softly. 

| nodded and snuggled into him. "Better now." | admit, "That was fucking scary." 

"What even happened?" 

"It was an accident. Some guy accidentally knocked into me as he was going up." | anxiously smoothed my hands 
over my stomach, my eyes falling shut. God that would have been scary. | couldn't even fathom the possibility 
of losing the babies anymore, which really, was a long jump from the beginning where | had even thought of 


terminating the pregnancy. | shuddered, pressing into my lover and accepting his kisses. 


"Well you're okay now" He said softly, "That's all that matters." | nodded in agreement. "I think we can fit most 


the stuff in my car if you wanna just ride with me. I'll get someone to come get your car later?" 
| nodded again, looking up and smiling. "That'd probably be best" | said softly. 


"Alright" He murmured, kissing me once again, "You go ahead and curl up in the front seat and I'll swap 


everything over. Try and get some sleep. | know | must have tuckered you out" He teased, ruffling my hair. 
| laughed a bit, nuzzling his cheek before doing as | was told. | curled up and ended up asleep with my face 
smushed into the side of the door. | was in and out of consciousness at different stages of the short drive. | 
was positive that |, at some points, felt Slash's hand on my knee and at other points heard his voice, but | 


might have been dreaming. Sometimes he would be singing along with the radio and other times it would be like 


was talking to me. Out of everything, only the words "I love you" stuck. 


When | woke up for the second time that day, it was to the sun setting and Slash gently nudging me. He 
stroked my hair out of my face and prodded at my arm every so often. 


"Baby, it's time to wake up. We're here." 
| groaned tiredly and slowly looked over through hardly open eyes. | suppressed a yawn. 
"Come on, Izzy.” 


| sighed and turned back over. Slash sighed, though he sounded much more exasperated than | did. | heard a 
car door shut and then another open. Next thing | knew | was being shuffled around and finally lifted My arms 


were naturally slung over Slash's shoulders as he carried me, bridal style, up the porch steps and into the 


house. 
"Oh, someone's tuckered out." | heard someone, female, say. "What'd you do to him, Saul?" 
Slash laughed, leaning over a bit and kissing the woman on the cheek 


"I was hoping to introduce you two properly, but | guess he has other plans." He chuckled, shifting my weight 
slightly. "He had a bit of a stressful thing happen before we came up though, so its probably better he gets 


some sleep." 


The woman chuckled, "Go ahead and take him up to bed then come here and help me with supper. l'm sure he'll 


be down once he gets hungry." 
"Okay, Ma, whatever you say." 


| felt myself curl deeper into Slash's chest as he slowly made his way up a short flight of stairs. He soon 
after lay me down in what felt like a small bed. | wasted absolutely no time in curling back up and letting sleep 
come over me in full. | drew my knees up toward my stomach and sighed into the pillow | rested on | felt 


Slash kiss the side of my head before he left quietly. 


| woke for a third time, startling myself when my breathing paused for a substantially longer-than-the-usual- 
pauses time and resulted in a loud cut-off snore. | sat up and looked around, not recognising my surroundings, 
but for some reason prioritising the fact that I'd have to find my mouth guard thingy before | slept next. 
Though | didn't recognise where | was, | was kept from panicking from the memory of Slash putting me to bed. 
Wherever bed was. Though, looking around, | figured it was probably Slash's old room. It was a guess, really, 
but it was a logical quess. There were some pinups on the wall as well as a bunch of drawings tacked up and a 
huge Aerosmith poster on the back of the door. | was sitting in a single bed.. The whole room screamed 


teenage boy, really. | recognised some of their stuff from the apartment set out though. 


| continued to look around contentedly until my stomach growled. | put a hand on it as though that would 
quieten it down. The twins rolled and kicked and | frowned. 


"Chill out, | just woke up." | grumbled, looking around again before deciding that | really should get up and meet 


everyone. 


| went and dug through mine and Slash's clothes first though, looking to find a sweater. | found one of his and 
pulled it on over my head, pleased with the scent and warmth that enveloped me. 


| padded out of the bedroom and squinted down the hallways, unsure of where | was going. Taking a brave 
guess, | wandered, poking my head into random rooms to try and map the place out as | went. | found that | 
was going in the right direction when | heard laughter, one laugh sounding familiar. | continued my way through 


the cozy-looking house and found myself looking at some of the pictures on the wall. | saw pictures of children 


that looked like Slash and his brother from in the album | had flipped through. | also saw pictures of this 
beautiful woman standing with different people in each picture. | was a bit surprised to see David fucking Bowie 


was one of them. 

Another round of laughter and chatter got me to focus again. | wandered out and down a set of stairs, 
relishing in the railing that was there and holding it the whole way down. As | got closer to the sounds, | 
noticed a warm smell getting stronger too. And when | finally found Slash, the woman from the pictures, and 
some other lady sitting around the dinner table talking over tea. 


The darker woman was the first to notice me, her head popping up and a smile breaking her face. 


"Good evening!" She said cheerily, soon motioning that | should sit down. "You're just in time for dinner." She 


looked at Slash pointedly, "I told you he'd be down" 


Slash just put his hands up in defeat, pulling out the chair next to him and urging me to sit, which | did. He 


also offered me a tea or to share his. | just quietly elected to share his, not wanting to inconvenience anyone. 
"Saul was telling me all about you, Izzy." The woman said, "And the band. I'm so glad to see you guys are doing 
well. | was worried for a while that some of those record companies might try to screw you with you all being 
so young.” 

"Oh?" | sipped at Slash's tea and looked over at him. "Well, um.. Thank you." | said softly. 

"Ola" She returned, turning around and starting to set some casserole dishes on the table. "I think we had met 
in passing once or twice but not very officially. l'm Ola, but you can call me mom if you're comfortable with 


that: 


| smiled, unable to help it. The warmth that this woman radiated was fucking magical. | could see why Slash 
held his mother in such high regard. Not only was she beautiful, she was fucking nice as hell. 


"And this is Aryka" Slash said, gesturing to the other woman that was sitting with us. "One of mom's friends 
from work. Aryka, this is Izzy. My other half in work and play." 


| found myself blushing at that comment, but managed to reach over and shake this lady's hand regardless. 
"Nice to meet you, Aryka." 


"The pleasure's all mine." She said sweetly. "So you're a guitarist too?" She asked, "How does that work with the 
two of you? Do you split songs or..?" 


My lips quirked into a slight smirk "No, | do rhythm, Slash does lead. Basically | work to make his solos sound 
good." 


"Hey!" 
Is true and you know it." | laughed turning on Slash to find him caught between grinning and glaring. 
"Yeah, but you can't just go around telling people that" 


| laughed softly, "I also do back up vocals." | murmured, looking back at Aryka. | saw Ola smiling wildly and 
trying to hide it as she fidgeted with something over the stove. 


"Mom, cut it out already." Slash whined, "You're gushing harder than a thirteen year old. It's creepy." He turned 
to me, "She's been doing this since we got here. You tell her to stop, maybe it'll work" 


The woman turned around, pointing a finger at Slash and arcing a brow in what seemed to be a warning. "I am 


allowed to be happy my son has found someone that makes him happy, Saul." 
He rolled his eyes and Ola rolled hers. 
"You'll understand if you ever have children” She finished, turning back around. 


My face went red and | only just kept my composure. | was about ready to keel over laughing. The fucking 
irony was killing me. Slash just kind of looked stunned, looking to me and then to his mother before looking back 
at me. | finally laughed, having to look away from everyone lest | start again. My uncontrollable humour 
triggered Slash's as no sooner than | had started giggling did he start laughing too. Ola and Aryka looked at us 
both like we had lost our minds. | just tried to bring it back under control and wiped my eyes. 


‘lm sure he will” | mused, trying to keep the smugness out of my expression 


With that dying down, supper soon wound up in full swing. | tried to keep my portions modest, hearing the 
doctor's voice in the back of my head as | usually did in certain situations, but oh God this shit was good. It 
had been way too long since I'd had a proper homecooked supper. Sure, Duff cooked and sometimes so would 


Slash, but rarely was anything completely from scratch. Even the bread was homemade here. 


Ola and Aryka talked about their work over dinner. Slash and | listened in, not to be rude, but just because we 
were interested. We didn't have costumes for our performances, when we'd been touring n' shit we'd just go 
out on stage in whatever we were wearing, no matter how questionable that something was. | was sure the 
assless chaps had made their rounds to everyone for wear by now. Soon though, as the topic became more 


technical than we could understand, Slash and | turned to each other. 


"Nice room, by the way." | said, earning a small laugh. "| especially like all the girls on the wall. Waking up to 
Barbi Klein's tits was something | didn't know | needed so bad until now." 


"What, are you jealous?” 


"Of her tits?" 
Slash sniggered, “Yes. Are you, Izzy Stradlin, jealous of Barbi's tits?" 


‘Oh yeah." | said, "A hundred ten percent jealous of her tits. You don't have me up as a poster on your wall, 


but you've got her tits. What the hell, man?" 


Slash was laughing, trying not to cause a scene. | smiled, unable to believe how much of a fucking dork he was. 


Hard as it may have been to believe even only six weeks ago, | think I'd found "the one". 


Comfort Zone 


Author's Notes: 
This one took a bit longer to write, but its like [Ofreakingthousand words long, so please forgive me. Also, thank 
you to everyone-- this fic as a whole received around 100 hits overnight! I'm thrilled that everyone's coming 


back to it! Thank you <3 


"Alright, Jeff, | think you're good fo go." Mandy said, looking over her clipboard as | buttoned my shirt back up. | was 
still stunned from the turn of events, but | managed to listen carefully as the doctor continued to speak. "There is 
one thing though." She murmured, "Because we won't be seeing each other for another few weeks, | did want to fill 


you in on a couple things." 


My head tipped fo the side, not really sure what was coming. What more was there to expect? Slash was looking 


Just as curious as | felt. 


‘ts not anything bad, so dont worry." Mandy laughed softly. ‘Its more just a concern as the babies start to get 
bigger. Now its really, actually really normal, for there fo be a bit of back pain associated with the second and 
third trimester, especially with multiples. But | want you to keep track of it and call me if there's any unbearable 


pain or it starts to flair up anywhere but in what you consider normal" 


My brow furrowed, worry starting to seep into my chest. She said it wasnt bad, but for some reason | got the 
feeling that it actually was pretty bad That feeling was confirmed when she pulled out some pictures of x-rays 
Neither were of my body and | had to guess what | was looking at before she explained 


"The picture on the right is a picture of a woman's pelvis, the picture on the left is of a mans. If you can't see, 
the woman's pelvis is rounder than the mans and also further apart so to support a child's growth You can't see it 
in the x-ray, but those bones around this area," she circled an area with her finger. | guessed it was all hips, but Id 
also gotten a D grade in my grade IZ science class, including anatomy, so | really didn’t fucking know. "Are much 
more flexible and will spread to accommodate childbirth Of course, you're having a caesarian, but it still plays a 
role during pregnancy. Normally the baby will sit low and all a woman's organs will be pushed up." She demonstrated 
with her hands in front of her own body, illustrating what she meant. "Because your actual anatomy outside your 
genitals is male, it is a concern that there will be much more strain on your body than in other pregnancies, even 


those in women that have a narrow pelvic girdle and cant give birth the classic way." 


‘So what..?" | asked, handing the photos back, a hand passing through my hair. "Am I expecting absolute hell? Whats 


the concern?" 


Mandy smiled sweetly. "No, there isnt really any expectation beyond the usual. But | want you to let me know if 
there's anything unusual happening We just want to make sure everything goes smoothly and neither you or baby 
ends up hurt because of something as ridiculous as birthing hips." 


My lps pressed tightly together, my gaze turning down, 
"What's the concern if | cant handle it? Like, what happens?" 


‘Unnecessary strain on the hips and back and maybe even the ribcage. If it gets really bad it might leave you 
unable to walk or at least needing surgery or rehabilitation after the babies are born to put everything back where 
it should be.." 


My eyes fell closed Great. There was a chance Id end up fucking paralyzed | also got the feeling there was a part 
there she wasn't telling me and that bothered me. 


‘Of course, we've been keeping track of everything and so far your body's been doing a great job of compensating." 
She said, smiling again and trying to perk me back up. "And both babies are developing perfectly, so try not to 
worry about it foo much So far everything is normal. We just don’t want it fo turn abnormal." 


| beamed at that, happy to hear the words normal describing the case. | nodded as | got to my feet, smiling at the 


doctor. 


"HI call you if anything happens." | said, grabbing my coat as Slash handed it to me. "Thanks for letting me know. If 
nothing happens, | guess we'll see you for the next ultrasound." 


Mandy nodded, ‘It's no problem, Jeff. Just keep your chin up, next time youre here itil be to find out the sexes of 
the babies!" She grinned, "Have a good one, guys." 


That was the appointment before last. | hadn't really thought anything of it but holy shit was | feeling it now. 


| hurt. It felt like it was everywhere, but | knew it wasn't. | sighed and rolled over, pulling the pillow from 
behind my head and shoving it between my legs as | curled up. | felt Slash next to me, gently stroking my side 
and giving me a sympathetic look over despite the fact that I'd jammed him up against the wall. 


"l'Il go ahead and draw you a bath, okay?" He said softly, kissing my forehead. 


| grimaced, but managed a nod, clutching the pillow and taking a couple deep breaths through the deepset aches 
that wracked my lower body. Slash kissed me again and somehow managed to get himself out of bed without 
upsetting me. He padded out to the bathroom down the hall. | heard the water running and assumed he was 


going to stay there til the tub was full. Instead, he came back to the bedroom and kneeled beside the bed. 
"Do you think you can walk?" He asked softly, stroking some of my sweaty hair and tucking it behind my ear. 
Tears stung my eyes at even the thought of getting up. | didn't respond for that reason and earned a small 
sigh. "Okay, it's okay, baby. I'll help you, don't worry. But you gotta let go of the pillow." 


Reluctantly, | did. Slowly, | turned over to face him, my lip trembling. "It hurts." | mumbled. 


"I know, baby. | know. It'll be better in a minute, | promise. You just gotta get up, okay?" 


Breathing shakily through my nose, | wrapped my arms around his neck and let him help me get out of bed. | 
groaned as | stood up, struggling to keep my cool as | took a couple steps. Okay, that wasn't happening. Slash 
was quick to make up for it, keeping my arms around his neck, he turned me around to face him and pulled my 
thighs up around his hips. The odd position seemed to help a little, no matter how bad | felt for making him 
carry me. He never seemed to mind though, or find it a difficulty beyond the awkwardness of me being taller 


and inflexible. 


Ola saw us in the hallway, having come up to investigate the running water with no one present to watch it. 


She seemed surprised, which wasn't that surprising. It was some time around two in the morning. 


"Is everything okay?" She asked worriedly, looking to me and then looking to Slash when | refused to look up. 
"What's going on?" 


"lz just isn't feeling all that hot" Slash said softly, setting me down on the edge of the tub and turning back to 
his mother. "We'll try and be quiet. Go back to bed, ma" 


"Is there anything | can do? What's wrong exactly, babe?" She asked, directing the question at me. 


| shook my head, pulling off my sweater and adjusting my t-shirt accordingly. "No, I'll be fine. Honestly. Sorry 
for waking you up, Ola. We won't be long." 


| brought my hand up and bit on the heel of my palm to muffle myself as a pain shot right down my legs. 
Jesus Christ. If this shit lasted for the whole remaining few months | was going to saw my fucking legs off 
myself. Stick a pole in my spine and force my posture. Permanently displace my legs so that they were splayed 
awkwardly for the rest of eternity and relieving the Goddamn pressure off my hips and spine. 


Ola lingered a moment longer before she said she'd be downstairs if we needed her. | watched Slash shut the 
bathroom door and come over to me. He sighed softly and kneeled in front of me, helping me finish undressing 
before helping me into the tub. As | lowered into the steaming water, he reached around and turned the tap 
off before undressing himself and sliding in behind me. | leaned back against him and whimpered. 

"Is it helping at all?" He asked softly, his arms circling around me. 


| nodded weakly. "Yeah. A bit." 


He sighed and smoothed his hands over my stomach. "You guys are causing your dad a lot of grief" He said, 
causing me to laugh a bit through my few tears. 


Its not their fault” | murmured, leaning forward a little bit as his hands went to my back and began to rub. 


"Well it's not yours either." He said. "Not like you can help it, right?" 
| nodded weakly. "Right" 


We fell into silence for a while, not including my shallow breathing and small noises when the massage caused 


either a small amount of pain or a whole lot of relief. 


"So." | said after the pain had dissipated some. "I thought you were giving your mom the deets. Does she know 


about the whole story?" 


Slash laughed, shaking his head and bringing his hands up to my shoulders. He rolled his thumbs through tense 
muscles and | tried not to fucking moan with how good it felt. 


"Not the whole story. She knows we're together. | didn't wanna just tell her about the twins unless you gave 
me the go ahead." 


"They're your kids too, y'know.. You can tell people about them.’ 


"Yeah, but that requires outting you. | know you'd rather not have the whole world know about the nitty 
gritty.” 


| smiled, breathing out through my nose as | relaxed against him. 
‘Its just your mom.. We might have to tell her anyway." | said softly, "How long are we planning to stay here?" 


"Dunno. Til we find a place. Which | was thinking of starting to check the classifieds. You know, read the paper 
instead of just throw it out 


| laughed softly, tilting my head so | could press my nose into his neck a little. "Well, if there's no telling how 
long the searchll be, we'd be better off explaining rather than trying to hide it. | think so, anyway. | mean, it's 
already been a couple days and if | were a chick itd be obvious what was up. Since I'm not it's just weird” 


Its not weird" Slash laughed, kissing the top of my head. "But if you want to tell her then we'll tell her" 


| kissed at his bare skin, nuzzling at his collarbone. "Well it's only fair that she knows she's gonna be a 
grandma, dontchya think?" 


"Fuck" Slash's hand stilled on my leg, soon coming up to smooth over my stomach again. "You put it like that 


and it's suddenly fucking real." 
"What is?" 


He smiled, looking down as | turned a bit to get a better view of him. 


"l'm going to be a dad." 
My smile was almost blurred by tears. "Yeah." | murmured, "You and | both." 


He kissed me again. "| hope you know | really care about you." He said softly. "To be honest, | think I'm falling 


for you." 

My heart nearly stopped. | knew | wasn't dreaming this time, so this one was real. Fuck. 

"Why would you do something like that?" | asked, giving a nervous laugh. 

He kissed me sweetly, "Because you're you. You make me happy. You make me laugh. But you're smart. Way 
too fucking smart for a piece of shit like me. You're suave and fuckin’ slick, not to mention hot as hell. Plus, 
bonus reason unrelated to everything else | like about you? You're the father of my children 

"So you're obligated" | snorted, only joking and totally not expecting him to glare at me. 

"No, I'm really not. | just do. Izzy, you're what I've been looking for for so long and | didn't fucking realize it 
until now, okay? You literally are my other half at work or play. You look after me, always fuckin’ have and | 


think | love you for that." 


| smiled a bit, head tilting as he drew me up for a kiss. | moved his hand up my stomach when | felt one of 


the babies kick, smiling against his mouth when he smiled against mine. 


"Well | think we all love you too, daddy." | said softly, watching intently as he continued to smile and run his 
hands over my body. 


"Are you feeling better, babe?" He asked, feeding me a couple small kisses. 

"Yeah... Still a bit achy, but nothing like before." | murmured. 

"Good. You ready to get out then?" 

| nodded, nuzzling against him briefly before letting him get up so he could help me get up. Stepping out of the 
tub, | laughed as he motioned that | should wait, laughing more as he disappeared and came back with this 
massive fluffy towel. He wrapped it around me and was still able to bring a bunch of it up to rub it through 
my hair. He kissed the side of my head before going to get his own, notably normal-sized, towel. Wrapping it 
around his waist as he came out, he smiled at the sight of me drowning in the giant towel. 


"You're so cute." He chuckled, gathering up our clothes. "You good to walk this time?" 


| nodded, pulling the towel around me like a blanket cloak. Slash chuckled before heading to the bedroom. | 


peeked in the mirror at myself for a minute before following. Cute, he said. Hot as hell, he said. Fuck. I'd never 
seen myself like that even before. | smiled to myself as | went to the other room, knocking when | found the 
door closed. 


"What's the password?" 


| choked on a laugh, trying not to be so loud | woke anyone else up. "Is it.. I'm standing out here completely 
naked and want you to let me in?" 


"Oooh, | like the sound of that." Slash said before opening the door. He grinned at me before stepping aside to 
let me in. | shut the door behind me. 


"Too bad I'm not actually a call-girl, huh?" | teased, poking his bare side. 
"No, but you're better." He said, looking over his shoulder and winking at me while blowing a kiss my way. 


"Sure you don't want Miss Klein out there instead?" | laughed, looking up at the poster of the bunny in 


question. 
"Out there? Yeah. She's not allowed in here. This is a boy-zone only." 


"Shit, sorry Thing Two." | deadpanned, looking quite serious as | looked down at my tummy. "Looks like you're 
already breaking the rules." 


Slash nearly keeled over laughing, having to clap a hand over his mouth to stay quiet. After joking around for a 
short time more and throwing on a pair of boxers each, we soon wound up tangled in bed, still giggling to 


ourselves. Slash kissed my cheek, nuzzling at the skin. 


"So what are we naming them, anyway?" He asked after a moment. "H's not like we can put Thing One and Thing 


Two on a birth certificate." 
"Aw, why not? | think it'd be cute" | said, rolling onto my side and letting my head rest on the pillow. Finding 
the spare from before, | stuck it back between my legs and shoved the long end under my hips. "Plus it 


matches anyway.” 


Slash laughed, kissing my nose. "If we did that I'm pretty sure they'd take them away for negligence. | can see 
it already." 


| chuckled, sighing contentedly as | thought. "I really don't know. | haven't thought about it" 
"At all?" 


"Well of course I've thought about it a little” | scoffed, "Just not a lot. We only found out the sexes four days 


ago and we'd agreed not to pick names til after that" 

"True" He murmured, his hand resting on my side. “Ill give you that much of a break then" 

"What about you?" | asked, "Have you thought of any?" 

He shook his head. "Nope, | havent" 

"Then shut the fuck up | laughed, earning a giggle from him. 

We both looked up when there was a knock at the door, shushing each other and trying not to be complete 
morons. Instead, Ola walked in on two grown-ass men giggling like children and trying to smother the other into 


shutting up. She smiled warmly at the sight, letting her head rest against the edge of the door. 


"Are you feeling better, dear?" She asked, "| made a pot of chamomile tea if you boys want to come down and 


get some." 


| looked back and smiled, "Yeah.. I'm better for now." | said, shuffling around and trying not to make it obvious 


from under the blankets that | had a pillow shoved between my legs. "We'll both be down in a minute. Thank 
you." 


Ola smiled, though she did look a little tired. "It's no trouble. Just come down when you're ready.” 


When she shut the door again, | felt a finger near my ear. | yelped and whipped around to snatch Slash's hand 
and push it away. 


"You little shit" | growled, untangling myself from the pillow so | could climb on top of him and pin both his 
hands above his head when he tried to do it with the other hand. | stopped him just as he was putting his 
finger to his lips. 


Sitting on his stomach and holding his hands above his head as he laughed, | couldn't help but laugh as well. | 


was giggling uncontrollably as he squirmed underneath me and tried to free himself from my hold. 

"Shhh, shh!" | hissed, still laughing myself. "We're gonna wake Ash up too. He's got school tomorrow." 

"Fuck it! There's tea. He can get up and fuckin’ join us too" 

| bit my lip as he continued to wriggle under me, knowing full well that he could have thrown me off if he 
really wanted to, Instead, he leaned up and struggled against my hold to give me a kiss. | met him halfway, 


ribbling at his lip. 


"How about we let him sleep?" | murmured, "And then there's more tea for us." 


He hummed, seeming to savour my taste as he relaxed back down. "I can dig it" He said, gently bucking his 
hips. "But that means you gotta let me up.” 


"Can | trust you to let you up?" | asked even as | was starting to dismount him and loosen my grip on his 


wrists. 


‘OF course you can, baby." He said sweetly, his fingers struggling to reach mine until | let his hands free 
completely. 


"Why do | feel like you're lying to me?" | asked, joking as | got up and went to find a shirt to wear so | wasn't 


just going down in my underwear. | smiled as | felt him come up behind me and wrap his arms around me. 
‘lm not lying this time." He said with a cheeky grin. "Come on, before mom gets mad that the tea's cold" 
| hummed and let him start to steer me toward the door. 


"Ohl" He paused, looking around for a minute. "Grab our binder." He said. | looked up curiously. "| wanna tell mom 


now. 


| nodded and pulled away to go find our binder of stuff from the doctor's. We had notes from all the major 


visits as well as a copy of every single ultrasound that had been done all kept in little plastic sleeves. 


| found it in the top drawer and clutched it to my chest, looking back to Slash with a mix of anxiety and 
excitement. | was eager to do this. To share. But at the same time, | was scared as hell. The only people that 


knew were me, Slash, the band and the doctors l'd been seeing. 


We went down to the kitchen as quietly as we could, whispering back and forth about how to approach the 
topic. 


"Do we just break it to her easy?" | asked, looking down at the front of the binder. It didn't look very 


incriminating from the outside. It was just a plain old, blue, 3" binder. "Or come right out and just say it?" 


"| don't know." Slash said, his arm going around my waist as we went down the stairs. "Should we just drop the 


book and run? | mean, she's a smart lady. She'll figure it out, I'm sure." 
“She'll figure what out?" 


| nearly jumped out of my Goddamn skin, completely not expecting to see Ola coming out of the kitchen. She 
laughed softly at my surprise. 


‘Sorry, did | scare you?" She asked, the smile across her face matching a certain someone else's. "| was just 


coming up to check if you guys got lost" She teased, heading back into the kitchen thereafter. 


We all sat around the table, Slash insisting on keeping me in his lap. | still held tightly to the binder, looking 
nervously up at Slash as he poured us both a tea Ola sat across from us nursing an already poured mug. | 


wondered how long she'd been awake or if we, or rather |, had woken her up. 
"What are you two looking so skittish about?" She asked, looking between the two of us. "Is everything okay?" 
Slash shook his head and smiled, "Everything's fine, ma. Great, actually." 


"Okay." She murmured, "Are you feeling better, Izzy? What was the matter, dear? You looked like you were 
suffering something awful." She said, the sympathy evident in her voice. 


‘lm better for now." | confirmed, biting at my lip before hesitantly taking a sip of my tea | sighed contentedly 
at the floral smell. "It's just something that happens.. Bad back" | said, not lying but not coming out with the 
full truth either. 


Ola frowned, obviously confused and concerned by our short answers. "Are either of you going to fill me in or 


am | supposed to guess?" 


| pressed my lips together anxiously, peeking back at Slash and just getting a shrug as a response. My brows 
furrowed. Thanks, babe. | thought. Really appreciate the support. 


| sighed and rubbed my forehead before deciding to just slide the binder over. | felt Slash shift somewhat 


anxiously and saw Ola look at the book a moment as though it were a joke of some kind. 


"What's this?" She asked, hesitantly bringing it over to her side of the table and running her fingers down the 
cover, looking for any clues. She flipped it over and looked at the other side too. Setting it back down, she 
looked up at us. 


"Open it, ma. Read the first little bit and go through the last little bit." Slash said. 


Still looking somewhat in doubt, she did. My breathing hitched as she opened to the first page and started to 
look over the notes from my first Emergency Room visit. She seemed confused, but it only spurred her to 
continue going through the binder. She paused at some pages of Polaroids. That page was from the weeks I'd 
been living with Axl and Duff. They were just a bunch of random snapshots, some of me trying to hide from 
the camera and others of me with either Axl or Duff or Steven doing various things. There was one or two of 
Duff and | doing some recordings and even some of just me curled up on the pull out couch looking tiredly into 


the camera and absolutely miserable. 


Fast forward a couple pages, she hit the copies of ultrasounds, a sort of shocked breath getting sucked past 
her lips. She read diligently through all the notes, seeming to tear up when she reached the one where both 
babies were circled in white marker with either "Baby |: Male" or "Baby 2: Female" accordingly along with the 
note, "Congratulations guys! See you next month!" with a big heart at the bottom and a signature from Mandy 
with "from the whole office staff too" in brackets next to it. Ola's hand came up to cover her mouth and | 


tried to breathe normally as she teared up. She laughed in what seemed to be disbelief before turning the 


page again. 


Among the notes there was another couple pages of Polaroids, these ones coming from more recently. Slash 
was in most of them and the progression was clear. Between the fact that closer to the end he was looking so 
much healthier and we were both starting to look a lot happier, it was obvious too what was being looked at 
when we started being more comfortable with what was happening. There seemed to be one picture Ola was 
fixed on. Her tears from her watering eyes finally fell and | was struggling to not lose it myself. Slash was just 


as silent as | was, giving the woman time to process what she was seeing. 


She ran her finger over the picture where | was looking away for whatever reason, obviously laughing as Slash 
was pressing his lips against my stomach and giving the camera the middle finger. | remembered when it had 
been taken. It had been shortly before our last appointment with Mandy and Duff had just refused to put the 


camera away. 


"Hey, mom?" Slash said softly, causing Ola's watery gaze to turn up to us. "Remember how the other night 
you joked about ‘if | ever have kids'?" He asked, drawing me nearer. He let me rest my head on his chest. | 
listened to his heartbeat, finding the rhythm fast and irregular. | smoothed my hand over his leg in a calming 
manner. Ola laughed again, shaking her head and trying to suppress her smile. "Well. Thats a thing that's 
happening.” Slash eventually finished. 


She shook her head, gasping softly as she cried "Oh God" She whispered, wiping her eyes with the pad of her 
thumb. "H-how is it..2 How did you manage that?" She asked, laughing a little. 


"Well. I was an accident." Slash said softly, earning a confused look. "We didn't know it was going to happen but 
then.. Suddenly Izzy got really sick and, well.. The rest is history.” 


| smiled weakly, looking down at the table. 


"And twins?" Ola breathed the word as though it were holy and forbidden, her gaze falling to me and forcing 
me to meet it. | looked back up, nodding with another shy smile. 


"Yeah. Twins. Twenty-one weeks and a day." | said softly. "I was a little late getting any of the doctor stuff 


done." 


"And everything's going well? There's no complications from..?" She trailed off but | understood where she was 
going. 


"No. Not really." | said, shaking my head, "Everything's going swimmingly outside some pain. Both boy and girl 
are happy and healthy and around average size and everything." 


Ola's lip trembled again and she soon waved us over. "Come here." She said. "Both of you come here." 


We both obeyed, padding over to the other side of the table. She opened her arms and though | hesitated, | 
was soon squatting down so | could be pulled into a warm embrace. | couldn't help it as | sniffled, caught up in 


everything and just so relieved. 


‘Oh, no, no.." Ola cooed, petting my hair, kissing my temple and earning a bit of a blush. "Don't cry, Izzy. Its 
okay. I'm so happy. | wouldn't want this any other way, you're fine and so beautiful. You're so beautiful a man 


to still be doing this." 
As soon as she said that, | was struggling to keep the dam closed. Not only was | hugely relieved that she had 
taken it well, | was fucking touched that she had accepted me so damn quickly. We'd only been here for a 


couple days and already she treated me like another son. Also, | finally had someone else that would not only 


share in my excitement outside of the band, | had someone who would probably understand what | was going 


through other than the doctor. 


| soon felt Slash drape himself over me and around his mother, effectively smooshing my face into Ola's chest. 


He kissed her cheek and held her tightly, accepting the slight berating he got from her. 

"| don't ever want you to hide things like this from me again, you understand?" She said, sounding more 
amused than pissed off. She looked out from the sort of dog-pile that had formed on top her and looked over 
the binder again, flipping through the pages once more. 


"Yes, ma" Slash murmured, kissing her cheek once more before leaning down to kiss me. | looked up at him 
with a smile. | didn't know if I'd be able to stop smiling. | was fucking ecstatic. 


Slowly Slash pulled away and Ola helped me to my feet. She looked up at me, a lopsided smile coming over her 


face before she patted my hand and let me scamper back over to my original seat. 


She flipped back through the Polaroids, smiling vaguely. She paused when she got back to the older ones, looking 


to me somewhat curiously. 

"You look so sad in these ones." She commented, looking back down. “Tell me why." 

| pursed my lips before taking a sip if my tea. "I was being an idiot and the result was misery." 

"|I was being a bit of a dumbass too." Slash said, combing my hair back with his fingers. "So it wasn't just you." 


‘Oh, | know." | said honestly, looking back at him. "Believe me, | remember. You punched me in the head that one 
day, do you remember?" 


Pained, he answered, "Not really. | remember everyone else's accounts of what happened. | was coked out of 
my goddamn mind and more than three sheets to the wind." 


| gave him a small kiss. "That's okay, though. It's in the past.” 


"Yeah.." He murmured. 


Ola was looking at us curiously, her tea paused at her lips as she looked us over. She was visibly surprised at 
what we said, but otherwise she seemed pleased with everything. | was happy about that, and apparently so 
was Slash. 


The next few days went much smoother with the big secret being out. | ended up spending a lot of time with 
Ola as Slash went searching for places. He was often out looking at houses and apartments and trying to find 
one that suited our needs and was in the area. Duff went with him pretty often too, trying the "two heads are 
better than one" thing. 


| don't know the exact date, but it was one of those days exactly. Duff had already come out and Slash had 
left to go visit this guy about a house he was selling, Ash was out with some friends, and | was just sort of 
puttering around trying to keep myself entertained. Ola was out in the garden tending to some vegetables, so | 
figured I'd go out there. | mean, anything was better than nothing, which was exactly what | had been doing. 


It was a little difficult for me to get down from the porch, a bit of vertigo hitting me despite there only being 
like three steps. | walked, barefoot, through the grass and over to the garden. Ola had looked up at me when 


the screen door had opened, but now she smiled that | could see it. 
"And what do you think you're doing?" She teased, pulling a weed out from around one of her tomatoes. 


"Coming to see what you're doing.” | said, awkwardly managing to sink down onto the soft ground. | crossed my 
legs Indian style and loosed a small sigh. Ola laughed and shook her head. 


‘It's hot out here, you should be inside." She chastised, soon answering my implied question. "I'm just weeding 
the garden, obviously." She said, adjusting her work gloves. The white and green canvas was a stark contrast to 
her dark skin and | found myself oddly intrigued. "What's on your mind?" She asked after a moment, digging out 


some more of the invading plants from around her veggies. 


| shrugged, "Kind of wondering if you could cut my hair." | said, passing a hand through the dark locks in 
question. "It's starting to piss me off" 


It really was. | don't know what the hell had happened but all of a sudden it was impossible to manage and 
almost too thick to get a fucking brush through. I'd always had pretty thick hair, but this was taking it to the 
extreme. I'd also found myself having to shave more than once every few days, which was also annoying, but 


not as much as it was to wake up with hell on my head. 


She laughed, "I can do that for you." She said pausing in her work and wiping her brow as she sat down 
properly in the dirt. "And is there anything else | can do for you?" 


| shook my head. "Nah, | don't think so." 


She nodded and we fell into a comfortable silence. | absently looked around the yard, noting the couple bird 
feeders and also the oak tree at the end of the lot. It wasn't a huge lot, just a little suburban thing, but it was 
still very beautiful. 


‘So what about your parents?" Ola asked, breaking the silence after quite a while of sitting in it. "Do they know 
about the little ones?" 


| shook my head, frowning a little. "No. They live up North a little, | haven't told them. I'm a bit scared to, to 
be honest. And since telling them also means telling all my siblings, I'd really rather keep it under wraps.. For 
now anyway." 

"So am | the first one you've told?" She asked, "Outside of your crew, of course." 

| nodded, looking over to her. "Yeah. | hadn't even told management. We were working on a record and | just kind 
of dropped everything. | mean, | worked on it in pieces once wrapping my head around it, but even now. The 
record still isn't out. The record company's pissed, but Axl's pretty good at keeping them from the door.” 


She chuckled a bit, "Good to know | can claim precedence then" She joked. | laughed. 


"Do you get along with your parents?" She asked softly, looking up again | met her gaze, but didn't respond for 


a minute. 

"| guess." | finally said, "| mean, | don't resent them or anything, but when | lived at home everything was sort 
of passive. | was the middle child and not that great at school" | shrugged, "And now | haven't seen them in 
almost two or three years." 


"You haven't spoken to them at all?" She asked somewhat incredulously. 


"Ie called the odd time. And they've called me." | said honestly, "But we just haven't seen each other face to 


face." 


She nodded slowly, seeming to understand. Soon she was craning her neck a bit at the sound of a car door 
shutting, looking back, | saw Slash heading up to the front door. 


"We're back here, babel" Ola called out, smiling when Slash looked over and started making his way toward us 
instead. "How'd it go?" She asked as he got closer. 


He sighed, flopping down next to me and leaning over as though he were going to fall asleep on me. "Pretty 
good, actually." He murmured, "It might be the one, but | wanna get Izzy to look at it first 


"Are we going today?" | asked, looking over. 


"Yeah, as soon as you're ready to. The guy's there all afternoon to clean and touch up some of the more 


dangerous renovations." 
"So its a fixer-upper?" | asked, perking up a bit. 


| knew | couldn't exactly do much now, but | figured that something like that would be a great project after | 


was back in the game. 


Slash nodded, "Yeah. Nothing too major. A few windows could stand to be replaced and it needs paint over some 
new drywall. The basement's only half finished too, so that'll be the biggest problem area. He's replacing the 
hot water tank though, so there's that." 


"Cool." | grinned. "Yeah, | can be ready in a minute. Just.. Lemme go shave and get dressed." 


Slash smiled a bit, watching me as | started the process of getting to my feet and helping me at one point. | 
walked back to the house somewhat slowly, a hand pressed to my back most the way there. | shaved first and 
then went about finding something to wear. It ended up being a pair of slacks and one of Slash's shirts. Going to 
the mirror | tried once more to fix my hair for the day and managed to make it look okay. It was getting long 
too though and curling slightly as a result. | hadn't cut it in what seemed like forever. 


Poking around in and amongst mine and Saul's jewelry | also found a couple of my old necklaces, some of which 
matched the one that Slash had given me that | still wore religiously. | threw them, a couple bracelets, and 
earrings on and in, figuring | might as well. It had been a while since I'd had any need to look publically 
presentable, so | went all out, reverting back to my old ways of layering shit on. | even found my nose ring and 
took it to the bathroom to clean it and see if the piercing had plugged. It hadn't, so | popped that in too before 
| noticed Slash's reflection in the mirror. | turned around to see him standing in the doorway, one brow raised. 


He whistled lowly and faked a loud purr. 

"Damn." 

"What?" | said, blushing as | turned back around and fought some more with my hair. 

"Nothin, just been a while since you've gotten all dressed up like that" He said, coming up behind me and taking 
the brush from my hands. He turned the tap on in the sink and ran the brush under water before running it 
through my hair. | was pleased that it seemed to help, though the loose curls got looser and started to puff 
out a bit. 


"Nice trick" | commented, meeting his gaze in our reflection 


He smirked and motioned to his own head of corkscrew curls. "You don't get out alive without learning a trick 


or two when you inherit mom's hair." 


| laughed softly, looking in the mirror again and catching my lower lip with my teeth. | wished I'd had a camera. 
It was pretty much such the perfect picture of shitty domestic bliss that it made me wanna puke. | settled 
for stepping on Slash's toes. Not hard or anything, | just bumped his feet with mine. 


"Are we going?" | asked, eager to get the show on the road and go see the house. 

He'd been telling me a bit about it when he saw the ad, but | wanted to see it in person. Plus, | was way eager 
to get out of the house and actually do something. | was going a bit stir crazy as of late. But with the press's 
desperate need for Guns n' Roses news dying a painful death via Axl chasing off one too-brave-or-stupid a 
journalist off with Duff's shotgun, | figured | might be able to start going out again. You know, incognito-like. 
Slash nodded and gently pat my butt with the back of the brush. "Yep, if you're ready." 


lm ready." | said, moving to give him a quick kiss. "Lets go." 


Heading out the door, | put a pair of sandals on, not having the patience to deal with shoes right then. | just 
wanted to go. We paused at the porch though, waving and saying goodbye to Ola. 


"Behave yourselves!" She called, earning a laugh. 


Yeah right. Like we'd behave. 


The drive wasn't all too long, maybe about half an hour. | watched out the window open window for most of it, 
wanting to get as much sun and air as | could stand seeing as | hadn't been getting a whole lot. When we finally 
reached the place, | couldn't help but note that it wasn't far at all from the beach, a fact that was already 
seriously selling me on the place. | stuck my head out the window a little when we pulled in the driveway, 
getting as good a look at the place as possible from the car. Pushing my sunglasses up my forehead, | squinted 
against the brightness to get a better look. 


"It looks cozy enough." | said, looking over at Slash as he put the car in park. 
"You like it so far?" 
It's fifteen minutes from the ocean. Goddamn right | like it so far." 


Slash laughed at that, patting my knee before getting out of the car. | opened my door as | saw some guy 


coming out of the house and wiping his hands on a rag. 


"You're back." The guy said, seeming to have not thought that Slash would come back. 


"Yep. | just went home and grabbed my partner." 


| hesitated at that, but eventually did get out of the car. | squinted against the sun again and brought by 


sunglasses back down my nose. The guy gave me a good look over, but nodded politely just the same. 
"Good to meet you" He said, "lm Ron" 

lezy" 

"Id shake your hand, but they're pretty greasy right now, hon" 


My brow furrowed a bit, but | inclined my head anyway, padding up beside Slash and following him up the steps 
and into the house. 


"So it's three bedroom." Ron said, taking us through the entryway. "But the basement's almost finished too, so 
if you wanted to finish it you could always add more." 


He brought us into the living room and told us about the hardwood floor. | mumbled something about liking the 
colour and he laughed a bit. 


"Yeah, | get that a lot" He said, "The previous owner was big into interior design. You'll find they did a lot of 
pretty nice things to the place." 


We were soon moved into the kitchen and the guy said something about how the fridge and stove came with 
the house. | thought that was pretty cool. I'd never bought a house before so | didn't really know that that 
was a thing that happened. ‘Here, you just bought this house from us, take our appliances too! No extra 


charge!’ 


There was a screen door in the kitchen that led out to the patio. | couldn't help but notice the dog house and | 
asked about it. 


"If you end up buying and you wanna keep that too, you're more than welcome to." The guy said, "The place is 
pretty pet friendly and you do get a pretty decent sized yard." 


| looked up at Slash pointedly and he just gave me this bemused look. | huffed quietly, but went back to paying 
attention to Ron and his talking about the place. He brought us down a short hallway, pointing out the closet at 
the end as well as the bathroom. 


"There's plumbing downstairs too if you want to have a contractor come in and add a second bathroom.’ 


"I'd be able to do it myself" | said, wondering why he'd push for a contractor. | knew how to do a bathroom 


installation, I'd done one for my uncle when | was younger and done another for a friend in Hollywood maybe a 


year and a half ago because he ended up fucking his toilet up with trying to flush his drugs. It wasn't rocket 
science. Shit ran downhill and otherwise you needed a pump. 


"You're an adventurous one, arent you?" Ron mused. 
| frowned, not understanding what the joke was. 


Following him into the first bedroom, | lit up. It was fairly spacious and had a window facing the yard as well as 
a small closet and a ceiling fan Upon learning that the master bedroom was the one across the hall, | looked up 
at Slash. The setup was next to perfect for a nursery. He kept a hand on my back as he smiled, trying to 
silently keep me grounded. | was getting excited. 


We finished the tour off with the basement, the stairs being a bit of a pain. | poked around the few rooms 
with eager eyes and a mind to picture changes. We were only looking, but | could imagine this place all finished 
up with us living in it and smiled. | wandered into the unfinished rec. room and was surprised to see a bar. The 
little overhang that came down from the ceiling was made with wooden tiles and the whole thing had a whole 
Tiki feel to it. | laughed and went in behind to see how well it could be equipped. Slash and Ron were standing in 


the doorway and Ron was watching me with some amusement. 

"The missus much of a drinker?" | heard him ask. | paused a moment before continuing like | hadn't heard. 
Slash looked bewildered. "Excuse me?" He asked. 

The man nodded in my direction "Your girlfriend there. She much of a drinker?" 

Horrified, | looked up, glaring at Slash as he laughed. That fucking traitor. | couldn't believe he was fucking 


laughing at me like that. | couldn't believe that the guy thought | was a chick. | mean, baby-thing aside. What 
the fuck? 


"She used to be back in the day." Slash finally said, going along with the gender-bending bullshit and smiling at 
me. | put as much spite as | could muster into my glare back at him. "Not so much any more now that we're 


settling down" 


Ron nodded, seemingly oblivious to my utter disgust with the situation. "Well" He said, speaking a little louder as 
if | hadn't heard him talking about me. "Tour's over. If you're interested you can give me a call and we'll start 
dishing out the business end of the transaction" 


Slash nodded and | came over to head back out to the car. | didn't say a word, but Slash did tell Ron he'd keep 
in touch. We all filed up the stairs and Ron walked us out to the front. Saying our goodbyes, the door closed. 
As soon as it did, | gave Slash a big shove, nearly pushing him off the steps. 


"What the fuck?!" | exclaimed, resenting him as he laughed. "How could you just go along with that?!" 


'I-I-l am so sorry." He wheezed, clutching his side as | stormed back to the car. 


He soon followed, but was too slow. I'd already gotten in and locked the doors. He tried to open the door once 


he'd reached the car and frowned when it wouldn't. 
‘Izzy... He whined from the other side. "Izzy, baby, I'm sorry.’ 


| turned the key so | could turn the radio on, turning the volume up until | couldn't hear Slash begging 


anymore. 


"Babyyyyyyy... He pleaded, coming around to my window and resting his forehead against the glass. "Hear me 


out" 
| rolled my window down a little, still glaring daggers. 


"Baby, please let me in. I'm sorry | did that, but you gotta understand. It wasn't out of spite. | wasn't laughing 
at you Izzy, | was laughing at him, honestly." 


| pursed my lips, not sure if | wanted to believe him or not. 

"Please, baby, please." 

| sighed and unlocked the doors. He sighed in relief and kissed me through the glass. | shook my head, still 
looking right at him as he came back around to the driver's side. Sliding in he leaned over and kissed my cheek. 
| turned the volume down a little bit. 

"So other than the fact that happened, do you like the place?" He asked. 

| sighed a bit, nodding. "Yeah. | like it a lot.. Better than most the places we looked att" 

"Apparently there's a school nearby too." 

| finally smiled, relaxing a little. “Perfect 

"You wanna go through with it?" 

| nodded, "I think so. | mean, it actually is perfect, even if the guy selling it is a bit oblivious." 

Slash laughed and started the car. We both fell silent for a little while, Slash focused on driving and me back to 
watching everything out the window. A certain thought kept at the back of my mind as we drove home and it 


wasn't until halfway through the drive that | brought it up, anxiety getting the best of me. 


"Do | really look like that much of a girl?" | asked in a small voice. | felt like | was having some sort of 


existential crisis. I'd already come to terms with everything; the fact that | was a man, in love with another 
man, and pregnant to boot. It wasn't easy to just say "I'm okay with this", but | had. And now it was kind of 
getting picked apart. 

Slash looked over at me somewhat surprised. | quickly looked back out the window. 

"Izzy." He started, looking back to the road before peeking back to me. "Babe. No, you don't look like a girl.” | 
heard a bit of a laugh and rolled my eyes. | knew it was ridiculous, but still. "Really, you don't. H's just hard for 
people to wrap their minds around things that aren't the expected." He smirked when | looked back at him and 
reached out to touch my hair. "Plus you've got this luscious mane and a freshly shaved face." He pat my 
cheek and went back to the steering wheel. My nose wrinkled a bit. "You're fine." 

We fell silent again and Slash turned the radio back on. | looked over at him and he over at me. | couldn't help 
but smile. | couldn't believe what | had, | really couldn't. | never would have imagined that it could turn out like 


this, that the asshole whose drawing | investigated would become a man that | loved more and more with each 


passing day. 


Once back home we walked to the back to see if Ola was still out in the garden. Finding that she wasn't, we 


head on inside. 

"We're back" Slash called from the mud room, kicking off his shoes. | wasn't far behind him. 

"How was the house?" Came Ola's response after what sounded like the fridge door being shut. 

| answered once we'd gotten out to the kitchen, watching with a bit of a smile as Slash went and gave his 
mother a kiss. "It was great. It really might be ‘the one’." | said, sitting at the table and watching the bit of 
running around Ola did. 

"Is Ash home?" Slash asked. 

"Yes. He's up in his room, supposed to be doing homework but | highly doubt that" 

Slash laughed, giving us a salute. "I'll be back then" He said before taking off. 

Once she'd finished whatever she was doing over the stove, Ola came over and sat across from me. 


"Would you like your haircut now or after supper?" She asked, breaking my daze. 


"Um. Now, if it's okay." | said, wanting nothing more than to rid myself of it. Bye bye official rockstar status. | 


was aiming for practicality now. 


Ola chuckled and went to grab the scissors. She also went to grab the clippers from the bathroom, telling me 
to pull my chair out from the table. Doing as | was told, | went to the middle of the kitchen, making sure there 


was a wall-plug nearby. 
"How short do you want it?" She asked as she came back. 


Threading my fingers through undyed, brunet locks | hummed. "Maybe a couple inches." | murmured, reaching 


up to take my earrings out lest they get stuck in the clippers or something. 
Nodding and coming to get set up, Ola set to work | watched with a growing apprehension as clumps of hair fell 
to the floor, my breath quickening a little when Slash and his brother came bounding down the stairs to come 


to a surprised stop. 


"Oh my God" Albion lamented, a hint of teasing in his tone. "This is blasphemy. What are you doing? Why are 


you assisting in this horrible deed, mother?" 
| laughed, tilting my head down as the clippers moved to the back near the nape of my neck. 
"I know, its terrifying isn't it?" 


"At least it grows back" Ash teased, giving me a wink before continuing on his way out. "Ill be home before 


supper, ma Just going to grandma's for a piece." 
"And if | call grandma and ask her if you're there will she say yes?" 
"No." Albion smirked, tugging his shoes on. 


Ola gave an exasperated sigh. "Be careful and be home. | don't want you getting into any trouble, is that 
understood?" 


"Yes, ma" Came the response. "Love you, ma” 
p you, 


And with that he was gone. Ola shook her head and promptly resumed her work. She combed her fingers 
through the shorter locks and my eyes widened. This was going to take a lot of getting used to. Shit. 


"Lord love you if either of your kids wind up like either their father or uncle." She sighed. 


| couldn't help but laugh, looking up when Ola put the clippers down and started going at my head with the 
scissors. Slash had come over and pulled up a chair, though he still watched with some amusement. 


"Aw, | wasn't that bad, was |?" He joked, gaze turning to his mom. 


Ola snorted, "If | had a dime everytime you got in trouble at school or with your father | would have been a 


very rich woman" 


Slash rolled his eyes, but soon after laughed. He turned his gaze back to me and smiled. | hesitantly smiled 
back, looking up again when Ola told me that she was done. | was scared to, but | did look to the floor as | got 
up, eyes bugging out at all the hair. | knew that it had been a lot, but holy shit. | went to the bathroom, both 
to shower and to see what it looked like. | mean, | was certain that Ola wouldn't wreck my hair or anything, 
which is why | got her to do it rather than doing it myself, but | don't think there had ever been a time 
where | had short hair. 


| was actually pleasantly surprised. It was still somewhat long in the back, but it suited and seemed like it would 
be more manageable. Going over to start the water for a shower, | got undressed as | waited for it to get up 
to temp and threw my hair-covered shirt in the linen basket to be washed. 


It was pretty much time for supper by the time I'd finished showering. Albion had returned home, though he'd 
notably brought someone back with him. The younger girl seeming to gush over her friends older brother, 
much to Albion's dismay. 


‘Oh my God" The girl who'd been introduced as Cathy gushed. "I so wish | could have gone to your show at the 
Whisky last year." 


| laughed quietly as Slash blushed and hid behind his hair. His brother looked just as put out, obviously and 
understandably upset at being outshined by his famous big brother. |, notably, was mostly ignored. By the girl, 
anyway. Ash and | got to talking instead, seeing as both our SO's were busy with each other. He was talking to 
me about this project he was doing for his art class, sounding excited as he gave me all the details. | listened 
intently and with interest. | was amazed by the artistic talent this family had, to he honest. | might have been 
able to pick up a guitar and hash out a song and write lyrics like no problem, but | couldn't draw to save my 


life. 

"but the problem is that | need to use a model.” Ash finally concluded. 

| gave him a sort of dubious look. "And let me guess.” 

"Saul won't do it, even if he was a subject | was looking for." 

"Look, Ash--" 

"You don't have to actually light the cigarette." He said, "| mean, you can if you want, but you don't have to 
and It's just a bust, so it's just from here and up.” He said, highlighting the area on himself. "Or are you scared 


Ill make you look weird?" He asked jokingly. 


| snorted a laugh. "Yeah, that's totally what I'm afraid of” | said, rolling my eyes. | sighed and took a small bite 
of my potatoes. 


"Please, Izzy?" He pleaded, looking to me with wide brown eyes that reminded me way too much of his 
brother's. There was no doubt that they were related. They both knew how to pull that fuckin’ puppy-dog 
bullshit. 


| sighed heavily. "If | say yes, will you at least get my good side?" 


Laughing gleefully, Ash pumped his fist in a gesture of success, whispering a quiet "yes!" under his breath. | 
rolled my eyes, but smiled as | turned back to my supper. | really did like Ash. He was a good kid.. Notably 
much better off than | was when | was eighteen. | laughed to myself at the thought. When | was eighteen | 
definitely wasn't focused on getting my homework done and making sure | did a good job on assignments. l'm 
pretty sure | was more focused on making sure | had enough weed and beer to last myself and friends when 
we took big trips to New York or Michigan for concerts. Shit | thought to myself. That was ten years ago now. 
It felt like forever ago. 


| slowly roused from my thoughts when | realized my plate was getting cold and everyone else was almost 
done. | went back to sluggishly eating and absently watching Slash as he entertained this girl. It didn't take a 
rocket scientist to see that she was flirting, but | commended Slash on not taking the bait any more than the 
odd glance to her chest before looking up to her face and smiling. | couldn't blame him for that. He always used 
to pick girls for their cleave, and cleave was definitely something this girl had a lot of. | knew the flirting was 
kind of pissing Albion off too and got the feeling that he had brought this girl home for a roll in the hay, only 
to be cruelly outshined by Slash.. Well. It definitely gave reason for him to be looking so miserable as he 
stirred his meatloaf and potatoes together into some off-orange hash. Poor kid. | decided to help him out. 


Now, | knew that with the mode that Slash was in, there were going to be only one or two ways to get his 
attention. He was one-hundred-fifty percent into this girl, even if it was just tits and politeness. | started being 
subtle, nudging his foot under the table and giving him pouting glances when he looked over. He just rolled his 
eyes and smiled, the dense motherfucker was assuming | was jealous. | stepped it up a notch, gently kicking 
Albion's shins from under the table to get his attention He looked up, misery, hormones, and blueballs all 


being screamed from his pathetic doe-eyed glance. | mouthed the words, "follow my lead" before launching my 


POA (that's plan of action to you). 


"So, Albion" | started, "Do you remember that show we caught the other day?" | was outright /ying but Ash 

seemed to catch on quick and it certainly got Slash's attention | was basically just embellishing the little jam 

sesh that Slash, the guys and | had all had the other day when they'd stopped up to visit. "You know, the one 
where they pulled you up on stage n shit." 


"Yeah, yeah.." He said as though remembering this ‘show' when really he was just remembering Axl dragging 
his sorry ass into the living room to take part in our insanity. "The band had me do that one song. Man, that 


was so cool. | wish | could do it again" 


Ola was trying oh-so-desperately to stifle her laughter from the other end of the table as the girl started to 


side-eye me and Ash. Slash was giving me this unamused look. Cathy wasn't sure what to do. 


"Well I'm pretty sure | heard them say they were having another one in a few days. I'll hit you up and make 


sure to bring you." 


That got the girl's attention. She almost immediately turned back to Albion and started asking about details on 
the show and asking if she could tag along for the next one. Ola had to excuse herself as she fell into 
uproarious laughter that brought tears to her eyes. Slash's jaw dropped and he looked at me with a "what the 
fuck was that for" expression. | just smiled and looked away, acting like | had no idea what he was so upset 
about. Frowning and put out that his nice little chat had been disrupted, he took another slice of meatloaf and 
plopped it on his plate. He was quiet as he picked at the ground meat and after a moment of letting him mope, 
| reached over and let my hand surreptitiously climb up his thigh. He almost choked and | continued the 


innocent act, scooting my chair over closer to his so it didn't look so obvious that | was reaching for him. 

| continued to calmly eat my dinner as Slash struggled to choke down a mouthful of meatloaf. | smoothed my 
hand inward, curling my fingers and tickling the insides of his thighs. His face went red as his mother came 
back out and returned to her seat. 

"Izzy, knock it off." He hissed, turning to glare at me. 

"Knock what off?" | asked back, bringing my hand up an inch or two and just barely avoiding his crotch. 

He glared in silence, chewing his food carefully. Despite his act of being pissed off, when | slid my hand just a 
little higher, | felt that he was half-hard already. He tried to be discreet in spreading his legs, but suddenly 
remembered he was mad at me and brought them back together with haste. | almost laughed as my hand got 
stuck between his thighs but managed to stay completely poker-faced. | wriggled my fingers as much as | 
could and relished in watching him try not to squirm at the feeling. 


"Are you okay, Saul?" Ola asked, looking somewhat worried, "You look like you're going to be sick, sweetie." 


Gritting his teeth, he responded. "No. I'm fine." He hissed as | very pointedly tugged at his jeans. "Just... Thought 


| could eat a second slice." He forced a smile, though it looked more like a grimace. "Can | be excused?" 


| smiled at that. How polite he was.. | ran my thumb over the button of his jeans in appreciation, though he 


didn't seem to appreciate it much. Still looking somewhat concerned, Ola nodded. 
"Of course, babe. You sure you're alright?" 


Slash pushed his chair back and | brought my hand back to my own side, peeking at him out of the corner of 
my eye. | couldn't help but notice his uncomfortable posture and | smirked. 


"Yeah, ma. I'm fine." He said, sounding pained. "I'll just be up playing guitar or something." 


| finally did laugh as Cathy perked up. 


"Can | watch?" She asked, sounding like some of the groupies that used to plague us on tour. 
"No.l" Slash pressed before taking his leave. 
| waited a moment before pushing back from the table. Ola was frowning at me. 


‘lm just gonna go check on him." | assured her, pushing my chair in and starting the journey up to mine and 


Slash's bedroom, hand on back pretty well the whole way there. 


| knocked before entering, but no sooner than | had opened the door, walked in and shut the door behind me 
was | suddenly up against the wall and caught in a furious kiss. | gasped as he pulled away, moaning softly when 
he kissed me again immediately after taking a breath. | felt his hips grinding into me and heard a feral growl 
roll from his throat. 


"You're such a fucking tease, Stradlin 


‘Only when I'm with you." | said with a cheeky smile, gasping again when he shoved his hands down the front of 
my pants. 


"I bet you were just jealous." He continued, rubbing my cock with the palm of his hand and quickly coaxing it up. 
"Don't like me talking to the other girls?" 


| frowned at the insinuation, remembering our run in with Ron earlier that day. He smirked and kissed my 


throat. 
"Yeah. You heard me right. Jealous bitch, that's what you are. Needy. Fucking possessive." 
"Slash." This wasn't what | was hoping for at all. | was starting to feel really fucking uncomfortable. 


He nipped at my throat, teeth nearly breaking the skin. | whined pitifully. His hand slid further and his fingers 


extended to prod at my entrance. 


"You still jealous, baby? Still think I'd rather jailbait over you?" He purred, pulling his hand out and pulling my 
pants down quite roughly. My hips hitched as the waistband caught on my cock. His lips found my jaw and 


smoothed over the smooth skin "You wanna dress up for me, baby?" 


| paused, Turning my head away from him. My chest was heaving. | didn't understand what he was saying or 
what he was doing. This was not the direction | wanted to go at all. He pulled away from me, leaving me up 
against the wall and panting, confused and still half-hard as he went rummaging through his dresser. He soon 
returned, procuring a pair of skimpy panties and an "A" cup bra and tossing them at me. | almost had a fucking 


heart attack. 


"Slash" | said firmly, face red. "This isn't fucking funny. What the hell is this?" 


He smiled sweetly, giving me a little kiss. "I'm just playing, baby. You don't wanna play this game?" 
"Slash, fucking seriously. I'm not joking. Fuck off” 


He laughed, shaking his head and running his hands up my sides. "Izzy, I'm just playing. You don't have to, but I'd 
really like if you did” 


"Did what? Be your little bitch? I'm not emasculated enough for you, you need to pull this shit?" | threw the 
underwear at him and pulled my pants up, furious. I'd just wanted a little fun. This wasn't fucking fun. | felt 
humiliated. 


| went to open the door to leave, planning on leaving entirely and going for a drive to cool the fuck down 
Clearly Slash had other plans as he grabbed my wrist and pulled me back to him. | tried really hard to get 
away, but he held me fast. 


‘Izzy, lzzy, hey. Look at me." | glared instead, rage rising in me as he cupped his hands over my stomach. "I'm 


just kidding, baby. If you aren't comfortable with that we don't have to play like that" 
"Not comfortable with that. Not comfortable with that? You know fucking what--?!" 


He silenced me with a kiss, his hands going down to gently work at my crotch. | tried to bite him but he wasn't 
having any of it. | had my back against the wall again, one of his hands still at my cock and the other fisting in 


my shorter hair. 


"That was in bad humor, I'm sorry.” He growled, kissing me again, all tongue and teeth. He didn't let me get a 
word in edgewise. "But if you really think that | think you're a chick, you're fucked in the head" He pulled my 
pants down, revealing my rapidly softening flesh once again. He wrapped his hand around it. "This." He purred, 
sinking to his knees, "Is all man.. And it's all mine." 


Plump lips touched the swollen head of my cock and | tried not to flinch, teeth clenched and fists tight at my 
sides. His tongue darted out and licked at a bit of precum that was pooling at the tip. A shaky breath escaped 
me and soon most my length was engulfed by warmth. He sucked me gently, tongue swirling over me and his 
hand stroking what his mouth couldn't reach since he couldn't deep throat me. His teeth catching on tue ridge 
of my cockhead as he pulled off. Kissing his way up my body, he soon found my lips again. | recoiled a little at 
the taste of my own flesh on his lips. 


"You're my man. My beautiful beautiful boyfriend and | adore you. Every fucking inch of you, Izzy." His fingers 


traced over the veins in my hands and arms. 


Soon he had me turned around, ass out, face against the wall and almost wailing with pleasure as he fucked 
me. While my teasing hadn't gone in the initial direction I'd wanted it to, | was still quite pleased with the 


outcome, my muffled cries and quiet gasps proof enough of that as Slash brought me closer and closer to the 


edge of oblivion and let off each time before I'd cum, letting it build until | literally could do nothing more than 


quiver and cum for him. 


The next day Slash and | were sitting in the garden talking about the house. | really wanted it, deeming it the 
best one out of all that we'd seen so far. Slash also really liked it, agreeing with me on most the hypothetical 
changes we could make to it. We talked for about an hour before coming to the decision to go through with it. 
Slash went down to meet the guy after calling him and confirming that he wanted to finalize the purchase, 
leaving me alone at Ola's house. She had gone to work and Ash and his lady friend had gone to school. | was 
alone with my excitement over this whole thing. | was more excited for the house than I'd ever been for the 
apartment and | wasn't sure if it was because | was just sober enough to appreciate these first's or if it had 


more to do with the fact that it was becoming a snowball effect of things. 


First Slash and | move into this new house we just bought together. Then we'd renovate this house together 
and turn a bedroom into a nursery. We'd welcome two new lives into the world and we'd live happily ever after. 


More sickeningly sweet shit I'd never thought I'd ever do, but here | was and here | was enjoying it. 


| went upstairs around noon to take a nap, feeling achy and tired from being up all night with the kids. | paused 
in the middle of the bedroom when something on the floor caught my eye. Upon closer inspection | found that 
it was the lingerie from the night before. 


| half-wanted to throw it out, not understanding why Slash even had it. Yet, as | picked up the silky garments, | 


became somewhat intrigued. They were really nice underwear, definitely something l'd want to see a girl wear. 
But Slash had wanted me to wear it. | didn't understand. 


| let the fabric roll through my fingers as | went to lay down, enjoying the way it felt and savoring the weight 
of it. It felt like air, the real silk smooth as butter and soft as a feather. Naturally | wondered what it would 
feel like on my dick. | mean, it was a |-2-3-poof kind of thing. The thought invaded and took precedence even 
when | didn't want it too. | frowned at myself and went to put them aside. Instead, | inspected them more 


closely. 


There was a tiny bit of black lace around the edges, giving it a sort of pretty slash edgy look | sighed softly 
and couldn't help but wonder once again why Slash had wanted me to wear them; why he had insisted on 
attacking my last remaining ounce of masculinity. | pursed my lips and got to my feet with a bit of effort. 
Padding over to the mirror, | held the underwear up against my body and tried to picture it. | really wasn't 
able to, so naturally | undressed and re-dressed so that | was wearing this underwear. It took me a minute to 
arrange all my dangly bits that they fit into the tiny pair of bottoms, and also a minute to fight with the bra 
before | decided it looked stupid anyway. | tossed the top half back into the still-open drawer but kept the 


bottom half on as | inspected myself in the mirror. 


The fabric did feel as good as l'd imagined it would.. And it didn't look as stupid as | thought it would.. | bit my 


lip at the butterflies that erupted in my stomach. Dare | say it actually looked good A little out of place, 
perhaps, but fucking good all the same. | hesitated before letting a hand smooth down my stomach and over 
my crotch. | was half-fucking-mast and just because | apparently found myself feeling sexier than expected in 


woman's underwear. God fucking damn it. 


| gave myself a few nervous strokes through the fabric before feeling the need to go lie down and obeying it. | 
had half a mind to put some actual clothes on but figured | was just going to nap and that I'd be awake well 


before anyone got home. 
Well | was wrong. 


| woke up to the bedroom door opening and Slash sneaking in. He crawled into bed next to me and slid his hand 
over my side and over my belly. His lips went to my ear and gave me a quick kiss before he started 


whispering my name. | slowly got myself turned around, looking up at him through half-lidded eyes. 
"How'd it go?" | asked softly, stretching a little bit. 


"IFs a go. | just paid the guy half upfront and he's taking his end of stuff to the lawyers. I'm supposed to meet 
him later to pick up the deed and pay the rest." 


| smiled. "That's great, baby. | can't fucking wait for this to be finalized” 


"Me neither, babe." He whispered, hands ghosting over my body. He paused when he gave me a look over, 
quirking a brow at the underwear. | blushed and tried to hide under the blankets. "And what did you do this 
afternoon, Mister Stradlin?" He teased, tugging at the waistband of the panties. | made a small noise and 
blushed again. 


‘| slept, actually." | muttered pathetically, embarrassed that I'd let myself get caught. 
‘ls that right?" 
"Yeah." 


His hands teased over the silken fabric, naturally setting my skin alight. | shuddered and tried to resist the 


urge to just so easily spread my legs for him. 


"You're allowed to like it" Slash said softly as his body rose over mine and got me on my back. He straddled 
my thighs and continued teasing me through the cruel fabric. "Dressing up, | mean. If you don't like the 
gender-bending that's fine and | won't ever do that again, but it's still kinky as hell and fucking hot of you to 


dress up for me. It doesn't make you any less of a man to wear a pair of skimpy panties." 


| groaned softly, my body wanting to arch into his touch but unable to from where he was sitting. | 


whimpered. 


"You sure?" | breathed, gasping softly as he brushed his thumb over the head of my cock through the 


panties, the fabric becoming sticky with precum. 


"Positive." He purred, leaning down to kiss me. "You're sexy no matter what you do, but if you're comfortable 


with this | ain't gonna complain." 

My lips parted slightly as his hand pulled away, leaving me without any friction aside from that made by my 
tiny and pathetic movements. | whined again, actively trying to seek out some kind of attention. | got it when 
Slash rolled his hips into mine, a moan rising from my chest. 

"You're so hot." He whispered, "| sometimes can't believe you're mine." 

| let my head fall against the pillow, my laugh breathy. | looked up at him with a bit of a smirk 


"Well | am." | purred, body arching slightly. "All yours, so you better start believing it" 


He chuckled, pulling the waistband of the panties back with one finger and letting the little elastic snap back. | 
giggled and he kissed me. 


"Better stop letting these make you smug, baby. It's not very becoming of you." 


| ground my hips harder into his. "Well isn't that just a shame. Looks like you're just gonna have to suffer 
through being stuck with an unbecoming boyfriend that you can't take home to your mother." 


"Ouch" He chuckled, lips barely ghosting over mine as he ditched his jeans. | reveled in the feeling of his only 
boxer-clad length moving against mine. The heat was unbearable only in the sweetest way. "Looks like | fucked 
up then, didn't |?" 

| giggled, "Only a little. But that's okay.. You can always make up for it” 

"And how do you want me to do that?" He teased, eyes heavy as he looked down at me. 

"Take the panties off and fuck me like | deserve to be fucked." 

He laughed, lips finally meeting mine. "You're one cocky motherfucker today, aren't you?" 

"For you? I'm cocky everyday." 

He hummed into my mouth as he brought a hand down between us to stroke my cock. "Aren't you." He 
murmured. He teased a finger around the edging of the panties, teasing the insides of my hips and not touching 


my cock though | wanted him to. "Alright," he finally said, shuffling off of me. "| want your legs spread. Ass up, 
face down. The panties stay on" 


| hesitated at that, unsure if I'd be able to get off the same with the lingerie. Sure, | was comfortable, but 
still. | didn't know if Slash wanted to fuck me or the underwear and that was a little disconcerting. One brow 
raised as he looked me over and | was quick to get into position | nuzzled the pillow, heart pounding. | was 


eager for the sex, even if | was a little insecure about the stupid underwear. 


Soon enough though, Slash was behind me, his now wet cock circling over my freshly lubed hole with the 
panties just pulled aside to reveal it. | had to admit, the way the fabric tugged so deliciously tight over my 


cock was more than welcome. 


And | was endlessly glad we were home alone because Slash was definitely not fucking the underwear. | don't 


think | had ever screamed so loud. 


Say Yes, Say Yes 


Author's Notes: 
Lots of sad things happen in this chapter? But | hope the ending makes up for it :D 


Slash and | ended up getting the house. It took a little while for everything to finalize and the guy said we could 
start moving our stuff in for the first of the month, meaning it was about three weeks after we had initially 
been looking at the place. We pretty much jumped on the first chance we got to start moving shit. We had 
enlisted Stevie's help to do that part, getting it done in about a day before him and Slash went out to get 
furniture for the place. And by furniture, | mean a bed and a couch. It wasn't anything fancy, but it was just a 
start. Slash and | were more worried about just getting into the place so we could start getting ready for the 
coming months, seeing as we were already sitting at 25 weeks and quickly counting. Things were getting 
difficult both for me alone and for both of us financially since we'd bought the house outright and not been 
working in the past while.. And we still had to make sure the babies would have a fucking bedroom. 


| went for my next doctor's appointment on the third day of that week, singing softly along with the radio for 
most the drive and noticing how Slash kept smiling at me every so often Usually when | caught him he would 

just look away and pretend he hadn't been staring, but the odd time he would look long enough for me to smile 
back. Going back to my little world of sounds and contently wriggling babies, | soon looked back over when | felt 
that Slash was staring at me again. 


"What?" | asked, laughing a litle. 
He looked back to the road. "Nothing. It's just.. It's nice to hear you sing. Its been a while." 


| tried to contain my smile as | looked away, one hand resting on my stomach and the other hanging out the 


open window of the car. 


When we got to the clinic we made quick work of the formalities and quick work of the actual appointment. We 
got to watch as one of the babies hiccuped and the other moved in response -- the movement I'd felt not 
long ago. We also got to hear the babies' heartbeats, which made me tear up. Oh God. The closer it got the 
more real it felt and it felt really fucking real right then. 


There were the other little things too. Blood samples, urine tests.. Shit like that. But | was a bit surprised with 
the sudden press for how | was feeling. Like, emotionally. Mandy expressed a lot of concern about making sure 
that | stayed happy and on top of my emotions, checking anxiety and negative shit and making sure | addressed 
it. Upon asking, | learned that she wanted to make sure | lowered my risks for post-partum depression. | just 
shrugged it off, deeming it unimportant. | wasn't some kinda hyper-emotive guy and never had been | also was 
exceptionally happy, | might add. I'd just bought a new house with the man | loved and we had just finished 


putting a fresh coat of paint on the nursery and arranged to have some carpet delivered so we could replace 


the one in the basement. Things were only looking up. 


What could possibly go wrong? 


The next few weeks after that went by in a blur. There were so fucking many things changing. We finished the 
major renovations on the house, namely the nursery and master bedroom; I'd had to start visiting the doctor 
once every week; the band and | had all gotten a bit of work done on the album (surprisingly enough); Slash and 
| had finally agreed on names; Ola had taken the liberty of doing most of the baby-supply shopping for us since 
| was so hesitant to go out now; and, oh yeah, | was fucking huge. 


The pains in my hips were more common a thing now and it made me want to never leave my bed. | had to 
though, to "stay active’, whatever the fuck that meant when all | was doing was awkwardly shuffling around 
the house and trying in vain to stop the pain. As much as | wanted to, | also didn't want to take any painkillers. 
Not with my past history in drugs and "pain relief". Slash tried to be understanding, but l'm sure it was hard 
on him as it was for me. He mightn't of had to deal with the pain, but he had to deal with my constant 
bitching about it, plus my sleeplessness at night kept him awake and not in a good way. Eventually he ended up 
sleeping on the couch, not out of a lack of love, but just because it wasn't healthy for both of us to be so 


sleep deprived, especially not when we had to drive anywhere. 


| woke up late, not terribly uncommon for not being able to sleep til one or two. | heard the TV in the other 
room as well as muffled talking. | winced and let my head fall again when | felt a couple repeated kicks against 
my ribs. What once had been entertaining was now a pain. Literally. It fucking hurt and no matter how many 
times Mandy assured me that the kicking or punching or general beating me from the inside wouldn't damage 


anything, | remained unconvinced. 


Slowly, as everything | did lately seemed to be, | rolled onto my back and shuffled up into a sitting position. | 


gasped as the kick came again and in two places. 


"Fuck." | hissed, smoothing my hands over my stomach and trying not to grimace too much at the feel of 
stretchmarks. "You guys seriously need to stop that" 


To my relief, they did seem to calm down a bit. It seemed that happened a lot, the sound of my voice 
somehow soothing to them. | knew that they could hear me, they could also hear shit outside of me too, which 
was kind of freaky (being honest). So it was with that in mind that I'd actually started talking to myself or 


even singing more often, or at least that's what | told myself to remain certain that | wasn't going insane. 


| finally decided to make an effort to get out of bed Or rather, | tried to make an effort to get out of bed | 


got tangled in pillows partway through. | loosed a small screech of frustration 


"Slash!" | called, trying to get my feet under me so | could help myself. With the tension and pain in my lower 


back though, that wasn't happening. "Baby, | need a rescue." 


| heard the talking in the other room go quiet and soon after Slash appeared in the doorway. He looked 
confused for a minute before laughing softly. | frowned, biting down hard on my lip. 


"Oh, baby, what were you doing?" Slash asked, sighing a little as he came over to give me a hand. 


"Trying to get out of bed" | whined, finally getting back to a seated position, this time at the edge of the bed. 


"| shouldn't have even bothered’ 

Slash kissed my forehead and tucked my hair back 
"Don't say that, babe. You're fine" 

"Yeah, now that you're here" 


He flicked at my nose and | whined. "Don't be such a grump." He chastised. "It doesn't matter how you're fine, 


the bottom line is that you are, so stop that." 


| huffed and pouted a bit, but soon all of Slash's attention was on my belly and | couldn't help but be made to 


smile. 
"And how're my two favourite little people in the whole wide world?" He cooed, kissing my skin twice. 
"Slash." | giggled, absently running my hand through his hair. "You can't call the babies ‘little people” 


"Why not?" He asked, resting his head on my bump-that-was-significantly-more-than-a-bump-now and smiling 


up at me. "That's what they are. They're my little people." 


| laughed, feeling a bit better. "They're your children, and | swear to God if you call them little people in public 


or when they're born I'm disowning you as my boyfriend” 


"Are you pre-emptively breaking up with me, Izzy? Because that's really really rude of you. Especially 
considering that | was going to make you breakfast." 


"Were you really?" 

"Yeah, but now you can forget it. Since l'm not going to be your boyfriend in the future there's no point.” 

| laughed so hard Slash had to get off of me. He smiled sweetly and reached up to touch my hair, petting the 
dark strands until | tilted my head into his hand, enjoying the feeling of his palm against my cheek. Sliding up so 


that he was kneeling properly in front of me, he tentatively pressed his lips to mine. | hummed vaguely as he 
sucked at my bottom lip, the feeling of his teeth grazing over the flesh warming me. 


"| love you, Izzy." He whispered as he pulled away. He leaned down and kissed my tummy again, once where we'd 
been told one head was and again where the other was. "And | love you, Darcy, and | love you, Noah." He nosed 
softly at my bare skin and | almost told him to fuck off as nerves got the best of me. "Now both of you stop 
causing your daddy such grief, okay? Let the man rest in piece." 


| fucking choked, falling into another fit of laughter. Naturally it upset the twins and made them move, but 


Slash just grinned like some sort of tool. 
"What, don't like that either?" He asked jokingly. 


"You.. You could have picked better words." | wheezed, trying in vain to catch my breath as tears blurred my 


vision. "Oh my God" 

He kissed my forehead and slowly got to his feet. “Alright, ya nutbar, time to get out of bed" 

| still giggled, but | took his hand and let him help me to my feet. The walk to the living room was slow and 
arduous, but eventually successful. | sunk into the pillow laden rocking chair next to the couch and sighed 
contentedly. Every minute spent off of my feet was a fucking Godsend. 

| looked across to see the cat in the armchair and frowned a little. 

"Was there someone here?" | asked, looking over my shoulder as Slash came back out with yogurt, cereal, OJ 
and a banana. He gave me a quizzical look. "I heard talking." | explained, taking my breakfast when it was handed 


to me. 


"Oh, no. | was just on the phone." Slash said softly, his hands passing through my hair before he went to sit 


down. "Axl just wanted to know how you were." 

| squinted at him as he said it. He was hiding behind his hair and staring blankly at the television, not looking at 
me at all. | knew he was lying, but | didn't know what about. Was it Axl? Was it about me? Was it even on the 
phone? | supposed I'd never know, because | tried to press for answers and he refused to give them. Although 
| had to give him credit, his lie was pretty consistent. 

"Do you have any plans for today, baby?" Slash asked sweetly as | started at my breakfast. 


| snorted, "Other than wasting away and grieving the apparent loss of my feet?" | asked, poking at my cereal. 
"No." 


Not to be deterred by my salty response, Slash reached over and put his hand on my knee as he peeked at 


my feet, or where | assumed my feet would be. 


"They aren't lost" He teased, tugging at one of my toes and earning a growl in response. "They're still there.’ 


"Do you have a point you're trying to get across or something?" | snapped, not intending to be so fucking mean, 


but unable to help it. 


Slash sighed a little, but didn't look otherwise perturbed. "I was wondering if you wanted to take a trip with 


me. 


| really didn't feel like going anywhere that involved having to find and wear clothes. Nor did | really want to be 


seen. 


"What kind of trip?" | asked, taking a sip of my juice and looking over to the TV screen to catch a glimpse of 
the news. 


"You just have to trust me that itll be super cool." 

| frowned, turning an unamused look over at him. "Super cool?" | asked, "Seriously?" 
"Please, Izzy." 

Oh God, he sounded desperate. He was making me feel guilty. Oh no. No no no no-- 
"Babyyyyyy, please?" 

Oh for fucks sake. 


| sighed heavily, finally managing to tear my gaze away from his pleading eyes. "Fine." | muttered, "I'll go with 
you to this ‘super cool place.. You seriously need to unlearn that fucking face." 


"What face?" He asked, supressing his joy quite poorly. "My face? | don't know what you're talking about, baby. 
Your blood sugar must be off. You should finish your breakfast" 


"Eat your breakfast, Izzy. Its just your blood sugar, Izzy. Its all in your head, Izzy. | totally don't make a face 
like you'd just threatened to kick me in the balls instead of told me ‘no’, Izzy. | swear to God. Why do | put up 
with you?" 

He gave me a cheeky grin and | knew | was going to /ove my response. 


"Because you love me" He said simply, his smile softening. "Right?" 


My resolve crushed, my face relaxing as my shoulders slumped and most my sour mood went down the 


figurative drain. "Yeah." | said softly, "I love you." 


"Good" He said softly, patting my knee briefly. "Now finish your breakfast so we can do something and check 


your sugar. Doctor's orders." 
| sighed. "Yes sir." | muttered, watching yogurt drip from my spoon with a blank stare before eating it. 


| swear, | heard women all the time going, "Oh | loved being pregnant, those were the best few months of my 


life! | got to eat whatever | wanted and do whatever | wanted". They were one of three things: 
Lying. 

Born with a horseshoe up their ass and clover growing in where their brains were supposed to be. 
Or fucking lying. 


Sure, the first bunch of months were great outside the drama that went on with me and Slash for the first 
little bit, but oh my God. If it wasn't one thing it was another. The good doctor told me at one of my 
appointments that I'd developed gestational diabetes, which, whatever. My blood sugar was fucked because of 
how big I'd got but so long as | kept it managed there shouldn't be any problems and any other shit would be 
solved after the pregnancy. However, if | wasn't careful it would not only hurt me but cause potentially deadly 
for the twins. That scared the shit out of me. The idea that one or both of them could be stillborn or born 
with other complications just because my body couldn't fucking process shit anymore. | had also been warned 
that because l'd developed it once, it meant | could develop it again if | ever had another kid. I'd laughed for a 
good three days over that one. Another kid. Yeah, ‘cause two surprises weren't enough. Okay. 


I'd also been having so many problems with my back that | really was ready to call it quits and just attach 
myself to a catheter so | could never leave my bed. My sex drive, which had been riding pretty high, had 
plummeted and died a horrific and painful death. And to top it off, | was miserable almost all the time. | was 
stressed. | was pained. | was tired. | was hating the way my body was. | was scared that no one would ever 
want to be with me ever again for the awful marks all over my body and then for the scar that was to come 
after the operation | was always, subconsciously at least, hiding from Saul in one way or another because | 
was afraid he'd look at me and hate what he saw. | had to rely so much on him that | was scared he'd get 
tired and leave. 

Seeming to notice my sudden broodiness, Slash rubbed my leg and looked over at me. 

"Are you okay, baby?" He asked softly, "You're awfully quiet." 

"Um.. Just thinking." | murmured, sticking another spoonful of yogurt in my mouth. 

"Well whatchya thinking about? Anything in particular?" 

| shook my head, brows furrowed and spoon still between my lips. "Uh, uh. Not really." 


He looked sort of sad. | didn't know why, and | didn't have time to entertain the thought because the expression 


disappeared so fast. He did, however, notice that | was mostly poking at my food rather than eating it. 
"Are you done?" He asked softly. 
| sighed and gave a nod. "Yeah.. Not really hungry." 


He pursed his lips but got up and took the half-eaten breakfast from me, kissing my nose in passing. | looked 
blankly at my hands, wringing them apprehensively and absently rocking a bit in the chair. When Slash came 


back he paused in the doorway before coming in and crouching down next to me. 
"Izzy?" He asked softly, "You sure you're okay?" 

| sighed, closing my eyes. "I'm fine." 

"You don't look fine." 

My jaw tightened and | turned my gaze toward the floor. "Well | am." 


He took a breath that sounded notably wet before coming around to my front. Pushing my knees apart, despite 
my trying to keep them together, he shuffled in between my legs and leaned up to kiss me. 


'| love you." He said meekly, "I hope you know that. Please tell me you know that | love you." 


My lip trembled as | looked down at him. | hadn't meant to make him sad, yet here he was nearly fucking 
crying because l'd been such a dick to him all morning. What the hell was wrong with me? | was going to be 
living some self-fulfilling prophecy if | didn't get in con-fucking-trol. Scared Slash is going to leave. 
Unintentionally push Slash away because scared he's going to leave anyway. Slash ends up leaving. Fears 


confirmed. Fuck me. 


‘| love you." He said again, this time sounding strained. He kissed my lips briefly but quickly began to kiss my 
cheeks and follow the wet trails to my closed eyes. He lay soft kisses over my eyelids and slid his hands up 
my thighs until they rest on my tummy. "I love you, Izzy. Don't worry, okay? Its almost over." 


| brought my hands up and wiped my eyes as | tried to stop crying, my breaths ragged and disgusting 


sounding. 


"Is almost over.. | love you. | love you. | love you." He whispered, kissing me again. "I love you so much, baby. 
You're so strong and you're so beautiful” | scoffed at that, but he didn't let me. "No, don't you start that 
shit” He said firmly. "You are, okay? You're beautiful. So beautiful and our babies are beautiful and going to be 
beautiful. | hope they both look just like you in every single way because you're just so fucking gorgeous.” He 
reached up and stroked my hair. "I'm sorry if you don't believe me, and I'm sorry if that's even partially 
because | haven't been giving you a lot of attention in certain places, but | just don't want to hurt you, baby. | 


know you've been hurting enough." 


| fucking sobbed, the sound breaking from my throat as if it had been pent up for five years instead of five 
minutes. Slash's arms hooked around my hips and he rest his head on my belly as my own hands came up to 
hide my face as | cried. He didn't say anything more than the odd comfort and quiet shushing. He'd rub my 
back and kiss my skin and utter some soft something. He continued doing it right up until I'd quietened down, 
too. My harrowing sobs dwindled down to quiet sniffles and my breathing eventually came easier. Slash rubbed 


my back soothingly. 


"Are you okay, baby?" Already | had heard this question so many times this morning. | could only just bring 
myself to nod. | was fine, or at least | would be. He looked me over slowly before continuing. "Are you ready to 
check your blood sugar and start getting ready to go? If not, I'll bring the glucometer over here and we can 


wait a bit before going." 
| wasn't sure why we were going to be leaving so early, but | shrugged anyway. 
"| guess so." 


He hesitated before getting up and offering his hand out. Taking it, | let him help me up before | followed him 
out to the kitchen He set up the machine before handing to me so | could prick my finger. He hummed as he 


looked at the numbers. 


"You're actually a bit low today, baby, you should at least finish some juice or something. It really will help you 
feel better." 


| shrugged and took the machine apart, tossing the needle and sticking everything else back into the drawer. 
Slash sighed and went and got me a glass of juice despite my passiveness. 


"Drink." He said firmly, sticking a finger in my face to drive the point home. 


| just kind of gave him this forlorn look before subjecting myself to nourishment. He didn't let me go anywhere 
until | finished the whole glass, but once | did, | handed him the glass and informed him | was headed to take a 
piss. Inspecting the empty glass, he gave me the go ahead. 


| went and did my thing and made my way to the bedroom to start the process of finding something to wear. 
You see, the main problem with my predicament was that it was so unheard of that there were no clothes 
designed for it. There just weren't sections in the store for men that were expecting and there weren't even 
that many options for women who were expecting double. | just lucked out in the fact that Slash's mom 
designed clothing and costumes for a living and had gotten a few things from her handmade. | was eternally 
grateful for that, | really was, but | didn't want her to go out of her way to appease me when | was more 


than happy to just stay at home in a pair of boxers whenever | was allowed to do so. 


| made a small noise when | reached the bedroom and found Slash already in there and in a state of undress. 


He looked up when he heard me and smiled. 


"Hey." He said softly, watching me as | came in and started rummaging through drawers. 


"Hey." | sighed. We both fell silent. "So where are we going?" | asked after a while, starting to feel awkward and 
feeling oddly guilty for that. 


He smiled again. God, | wished | could never ever see that go away. | loved his smile. "Oh, you know.. Places." He 


said vaguely. "I'd dress warm, it's kind of cold out" 


| gave him a dubious glance. Kind of cold out. Yeah. Okay. I'd take the cold weather and take it only too gladly. | 


was always warm and it was seriously annoying. | pulled on some clean jogging pants and a decent looking shirt. 


"We aren't going anywhere fancy, | hope." | muttered, peeking in the mirror and quickly looking away. "| look like 
shit" 


A soft sigh passed Saul's lips. "Not like shit” He said softly, "Just tired. You just need to get a good night's 


sleep, baby." He came over and kissed my forehead. "But to answer your question, no. We aren't going 


anywhere fancy. You look perfect.” 

| sighed, glancing back to the mirror and frowning. | looked back up when | felt arms circle my waist and pull 
me as close as physically possible. Slash's hands smoothed over my backside and a smirk graced his lips. 
"You. Look. Perfect.” He repeated, kissing my nose before kissing my lips. "ld tell you if | didn't think you did” 
"Hm... 


He slid his hands into my pants and continued to knead my rear with his fingers. | jolted when a finger slid up 


my asscrack, not expecting it. 

| would." He said softly, "But you look perfect and always do. You're just as gorgeous as the day we met" 
"Oh, you thought | was gorgeous then too, did you?" 

‘| liked the whole Johnny Thunders aesthetic." He said teasingly. 


He kissed me again, deepening it until | responded. His tongue poked at mine and gently coaxed me into kissing 


him back. | sighed, this time out of pleasure, and slid my arms around him in return. 
"Sorry I've been such a dick" | murmured as he pulled away. 


"Don't worry about it, baby. | get it" 


"Maybe so, but | shouldn't be treating you like such shit just because l'm feeling like shit” 


Giving my ass another nice little squeeze he smiled. "It's fine, Izzy. Seriously. I've put up with worse than you 


having a bad day before." 


"Oh you have have you?" | asked somewhat coyly, feeling somewhat better about myself as his hands explored 


further than just my butt. 
"Well withdrawals were a pretty shitty thing to experience." He said, head tipping to the side. "I've also stood 
toe-to-toe with both Axl and Stevie when either of them are sour and lived to tell the tale, so there's that 


too." 


| laughed a little, nuzzling absently at his curls as he drew me slightly closer. My stomach pressed against him 
before any of the rest of me did and | frowned again. He just laughed it off and leaned in to kiss me. 


"Come on, baby, time to go if you're ready to." 

"Yeah." | sighed, finally allowing myself to look properly in the mirror to assess the damage. | mean, really, | 
didn't look like complete shit.. Just mostly like shit. | was kind of like, stuck halfway between presentable and 
looking like a homeless person. 

We made our way outside and the first thing | noticed was that it was actually pretty chilly. | don't know why | 
didn't listen. | never fucking listened anymore. We walked to the car hand-in-hand and once we got there, Slash 
opened my door for me. | smiled at his apparent chivalry and once in, shifted around in my seat until | was 
comfortable. | looked over when Slash got in, now more curious than ever. 


"Where are we going?" | asked once more. 


"On a trip." 


And what a trip it was. We drove for what felt like hours, stopping every so often to either use the bathroom 
or grab a drink For the most part we stayed on the interstate, | ended up napping for a couple brief intervals 
and | didn't really clue in on the direction we were headed until | saw it on the huge overhead sign. 


We actually had been driving for hours. 


"Where are you taking me?" | asked, looking out at the scenery and traffic with wide eyes. "And how long a 
fucking trip are we taking?" 


Slash chuckled, "Calm down, lz. Just trust me, okay? Can you do that much? It's all taken care of” 


"What's all taken care of?" | asked, narrowing my eyes at him. 
"Everything." 


The rest of our drive was fairly quiet, | too curious to speak, and he too content watching me between driving. 
However, we did finally reach a destination. A hotel to be exact. My curiosity peaked and my brow furrowed as 


| tried to put two-and-two together. 
"What--?" 
"Sh." Slash put a finger to my lips. "Just follow me." 


So | did. | felt a little awkward as we stood in the lobby, my belly becoming the source of a few curious looks, 
but not as many as | usually worried about. Slash went to the desk and asked for something from the lady 
there before coming back to me and dangling a key with a proud look. 


"Come on, baby, time to go check in 


| was still so fucking confused, but | obeyed his wishes, nervously holding his hand as he took me to the 
elevator. He pressed the button and kissed my cheek as we waited for the lift. 


"How long are we booked in for?" | asked, wondering if | maybe just had to start asking different questions to 


start getting some answers. 


"Three days." Slash said, holding up a few of his fingers. "That way we can have our fun here and you get a 
day of recoup before going to the doctor's at the end of the week" 


| frowned a bit, looking over at him. He just smiled. | put a hand on my back and stretched a tiny bit as one of 
the twins started punching my insides, a slow and deep breath getting sucked past my lips. Slash's hand joined 
mine and rubbed some soothing circles as the elevator dinged and told us it had finally arrived. We stepped 
aside to let some people out before we filed in | peeked curiously as Slash pressed the floor button, surprised 


that we were only going up one floor rather than a few. 


| followed him to the room once we got out, waiting as patiently as possible as he unlocked the door and 


insisted | go in first. Chewing at my lip, | hesitantly did. 
And boy was | fucking surprised. 


The room itself was pretty basic. Like, it was nice, but it was a standard King room, so it wasn't like it was 
anything I'd never seen before. What surprised me though was the fact that there were already suitcases in 
it as well as some stuff already in drawers and on top of dressers. My other glucometer, which had notably 
gone missing the day before, sat on the counter of the kitchenette. Some of my books sat on the bedside 


table. A bunch of my clothes, my nice clothes, were in and around open drawers. But most surprising had to 


be the trail of rose petals that made a path to the bed, which was also sprinkled with the sweet smelling 
petals, and the little basket of things that sat in the middle of the stark-white sheeted mattress that had 
been smothered with pillows and cushions of all kinds to make a sort of nest. | started to tear up, but soon 


noticed that there was only the one bed, so instead of succumbing to my pathetic emotions, | stupidly asked: 
"But.. Where are you going to sleep?" 


He laughed softly and stroked my hair. "With you." He said, kissing me when | started to protest. "Shut your 
face. The bed's big enough that | can get out of your way if you end up kicking me or otherwise 
uncomfortable." He kissed the end of my nose. "Just trust me, babe. | wanna sleep with you again. | miss feeling 


you next to me." 

| smiled wryly, "Are you sure?” 

‘Im positive." He said softly, kissing me again. 

Finally | smiled for real. | kissed him back and let him lead me to the bed where he sat me down and handed 
me the little basket. In it there were some pretty classic things, a rose, a couple dark chocolate candies, 
condoms.. | laughed at that one, punching Slash's leg as he started to crack up. The most notable thing though 
was a little envelope. It was pretty small and weighed a little bit more than it looked like it should. | frowned, 
curious. 

"Well, open it" Slash insisted. 

"What is it?" | asked, shaking the little packet as though it were a baggy of weed or something. 

"Open it and see." He said. 


So | did. 


Inside there was two bracelets. Both were strung with both hemp and leather but one was made with stone 
beads as the other was made with wood and nut beads. Both had little hourglass looking things strung in it, like 
the little bottle that the people at the fair stick the grain of rice with your name on it in for necklaces, and 
both little jars were filled with sand. 


"Th-thank you." | breathed, looking up with wide eyes. 
"Don't thank me." he said softly, watching as | slid both bracelets on and then taking my hand so he could kiss 
my wrist. "A little birdie told me you have a thing for sand when you're upset. Birdy's words exactly. So now 


you can take a little bit of sand everywhere and take that much happiness with you." 


| smiled despite the fact that my eyes stung with tears. Fucking Axl. That's why Slash had been on the phone 
with him. | bet anything that both of them were behind this whole thing. 


"Is that why you brought me here?" | asked. 


He nodded. "Yeah. | figured if you like sand so much I'd take you to the desert: Plus it's slow season outside of 


idiot tourists, so the canyon'll probably be clear if you wanna go there tomorrow." 


| smiled a watery smile, beaming, before throwing my arms around him. He held me in return and peppered my 


cheek with kisses. 


"| love you." | whispered, biting my lip as he ran his thumb over the veins in my hands. "Thank you.. For 
everything." 


He beamed, "Don't thank me yet, baby. We aren't done here." 


He kissed me sweetly, tongue dancing between my lips and meeting mine quite eagerly. He shifted around that 
he was leaning over me from the front, gently coaxing me to recline against the mess of pillows behind me. As 
he kissed me, his hands smoothed up my body and came up to gently tug at my hair. | couldn't help but groan 
softly as | panted into his sweet and sinful mouth. His tongue would retreat and his teeth would catch at my 
lip before he would lick the forming wound. He would end up splitting my lip sooner than later if he kept it up.. 


Not that | was necessarily complaining. 


It wasnt until his hand came to settle on my crotch that | started to complain. | sucked in a deep breath, 
pulling away a bit. 


"Slash..." 

"Sh, baby." He whispered, pecking my lips once more. “Just trust me." 

"| do trust you, but." 

"But what?" He asked, looking genuinely curious. God he was cute. | didn't know how | was supposed to break it 
to him that | really didn't want him to look at me naked then | could scarcely look at myself even clothed 
without loathing myself. | didn't want him to look at me and discover that Id gotten so disgusting. "What's the 
matter, baby?" 

| sighed, shuffling up a little and looking away. "I cant" | said quietly. "I just can't" 

"You can't what? Let me take care of you?" 

"| don't want you to hate me." | whispered, my voice so quiet it was scarcely there. IT was only by miracle 


that Slash heard me, though when he did, he just looked sad. He looked like a kid who'd just found out their dog 


died or something. 


"Why would | hate you?" He asked softly, hands smoothing up my thighs. | just looked away. "Baby... | love you. 
I'd love you even if you looked like hell, which you don't" 


"How do you figure?" | scoffed, turning my gaze back to him. "Maybe you should open your eyes sometime. 
Might do you some good." 


He stuck his tongue out at me and shook his hair out of his eyes as if to spite me. "My eyes are open | can 
see you just fine, Izzy, and you look fine. More than fine." 


He kissed my chin and slowly moved down, unbuttoning my shirt one button at a time and kissing each inch of 
skin revealed. My breath hitched when he explored my chest and swirled his tongue over one of my nipples. 


Slash...” 
Biting at the hardened bud, he earned a significantly louder sound than any before it. 


"Slash." | was breathing hard now, voice hardly there again for the small pants and moans that wanted to 


escape instead. 


He continued ever downward, kissing, licking and biting every little bit he could He paused at the waistband of 


my pants and looked up at me. 

"You want it" He said, kissing my stomach again. "So why won't you let me give it to you?" 

| was embarrassed, but it was like he wasn't seeing what | was seeing. It was like he was blind to the 
stretchmarks and tight skin. Blind to everything. He nuzzled at my crotch through my remaining clothes and 
ripped at the hard flesh from behind the cloth. | flinched and gasped, unable to resist. 


"Just let me make you feel good" He whispered, tugging needily at my pants. "I'm not asking for anything but 


your own pleasure." 

| groaned softly, his breath was hot against me. 

"Please, Izzy. Don't turn me away this time.." He breathed, tugging my pants down a little more and more until 
revealing what lay underneath. He kissed the head and licked at the slit. "Izzy." He murmured, the tip of his 


tongue flicking the ridge underneath. 


| fucking keened, squirming in his hold and still panting. He went to pull away, thinking he wasn't getting a 


response. | pushed his head back down, a low growl rising from my throat. 
"Don't you dare." | hissed, sighing when he unhesitatingly took me into his mouth. 


It lasted all of fifteen minutes, but | swear it was the best head I'd gotten in fifteen fucking years. 


We had fallen asleep shortly thereafter, curling up in the nest of pillows and petals. | figured housekeeping 
would end up hating us for smushing the red and pink petals into their white sheets, but it was probably the 
most innocent thing hotel staff would ever hate us for. Keeping true to his word, Slash didn't expect anything 
in return, though | did hear him sneak off as | was pretty much asleep to go take a shower. I'd finally conked 
out to the sound of his pleased gasps coming from the bathroom, but when he was done, he came in and 
curled up around me, his fingers picking up where they'd left off in trailing up and down my side and through 
my hair. It was how | woke up too and it made me wonder if he'd even slept. 


"Morning" | muttered, looking briefly over my shoulder before letting my head flop back down on the pillow. 
"Morning" He smiled. Had | mentioned that | fucking loved his smile? "How you feeling this morning, baby?" 


| yawned, "Good" | murmured, nuzzling into my pillow and sighing contentedly. "If I'd known that it would just 
take a fucking blowjob to get a good night's sleep | woulda said something ages ago." 


Slash laughed, pushing some of my hair aside and kissing the back of my neck "Glad to have been of some 
assistance." He said while rubbing my hip. "So how do you feel about going out for breakfast?" He asked, 
chuckling at the sigh he got in response. "Not right now, babe. I'm gonna make coffee first. | meant after we'd 


actually woken up." 


"Yeah, sure.." | muttered, shifting around awkwardly until I'd finally managed to get over onto my other side so 


| could look at him. 


| brought some of your insulin and shit, so you shouldn't have to worry too much if they don't have what 


you need." 


| smiled a little and let my eyes close. "Thanks." | opened my eyes again when he kissed my nose, meeting his 


gaze easily. 
"Don't mention it" He said softly, "Gotta make sure all my babies get taken care of, right?" 


| smiled, nuzzling into him and giving him a few lazy kisses until he finally squirmed away to go make coffee. | 
watched from the bed, a vaguely blissful look on my face. | didn't know how I'd gotten so lucky. | don't think 
anyone had ever taken such good care of me before and didn't think anyone else could have possibly taken 
better care. | really did love him, and | think | was starting to realize that he really did love me. He wasn't just 
saying it and he proved that time and time again | saw him take two mugs out of the cupboards and made a 


small noise that made him look over. 
| can't have any, babe. You know | can't drink it without sugar." 


That was true. Three (maybe a big three rather than a small three) spoonfuls of sugar and no milk. It was the 
only way | could drink my coffee. I'd tried drinking it with nothing in it and just couldn't get over the bitterness. 


And so, along with about seventy percent of the other things | had once enjoyed, coffee was off the menu for 
the rest of the pregnancy. 


Slash just laughed and held up a couple pink packets. 
"They've got Sweet n' Low." 


"Ugh." | threw an arm over my face. "That shit tastes like ass.." | muttered. "Its just wanna-be sugar and it's 
not even going a good job of trying." 


"Do you want a damn coffee or don't you?" He laughed 

"Duh: 

"Then shut up. 

"Don't tell me what to do." | sassed, twisting around to lie on my back 


He laughed again and put the stuff in before bringing me my coffee. | sat up and took it despite the fake sugar 
haunting me. | smiled at him as he wriggled in next to me. 


"Is nice to have you back, Stradlin" He said, "I was starting to miss your snarky asshole-ish self. | think it's 
safe to say that you're limit with no even vaguely sexual anything is three weeks before you start to blue- 
ball so hard you start growing horns and foaming at the mouth. | recommend a blowjob every night before 


bed and mindnumbing sex at least twice every week to keep symptoms at bay." 


| snorted, nearly inhaling my coffee as a result. "Is that your professional opinion?" | asked, trying not to laugh 


and upset my coffee as | sipped it again. 


"As your acting caretaker and loving boyfriend, yes. That is my professional opinion, feel free to quote me any 


time. I'm willing to help you meet your quota too." 


| laughed again, sucking back my coffee in progressively bigger gulps. Even with the fake sugar.. Coffee was 
coffee and coffee was something | had missed. We stayed there for some time more, finishing up our coffees 
and chatting idly until we decided to finish our morning's start. Slash joined me in the shower and came back 
out to rub some lotion over my skin Every one of his touches and tender kisses kept me from feeling 
uncomfortable despite the huge potential to do so. 


Eventually we dressed and head down to the restaurant, all my "gear" either in hand or in pocket. Some of the 
staff gave me odd looks over before seeming to notice my clutching the glucometer like it was my only ticket 
home. They didn't act so weirded out after that, | guess they figured | was ill or something and that was fine 
by me. The service staff was pretty nice, though | did notice some of them giggling to each other and making 


snide remarks as it became sort of obvious that Slash and | were a couple. We weren't even actively trying to 


show off. If anything we were trying to stay on the downlow. But we'd spent so much time in only each- 
other's company, | guess we didn't know how to not act like a couple flaming homos. What a pity. | really didn't 
care though, I'd never had a problem with sexuality. Sex was sex and it was the same whether you were doing 
the dirty with a man or a woman. Yeah sure there were different ways and "gay sex" was "different" than 
straight sex, but even then it was pretty much the same. Someone offers something to fuck and someone else 
fucks it. Whether that's a dude presenting his ass to another dude, a woman offering up her pussy and/or tits 
to a man or offering it to a woman, or whether a dude really digs having his girlfriend tie him up while fucking 
his ass with a strap on, it's all the fucking same. And even then it wasn't about sex. | mean, it kind of was 
because it was due to sex that Slash and | got together, but it was really about the fact that | loved him and 
he loved me. The sex was fantastic, but what was more important was the things like how he cared so much 
that he literally dragged my ass to the Arizona desert to try and cheer me up. Things like how we'd stay up 
all night watching shitty movies on pay-per-view and criticize everyone's decisions throughout the movie. 
Things like how we could bounce off of each other at work and feed each other's creative process. Things like 
how we were both constantly teaching each other something new about ourselves and each other. Something 


like how | just learned over breakfast that Slash didn't take kindly to people sniggering about our relationship. 


He grumbled to me every so often if he noticed any of the girls saying something off, being snide and rude 
with one of our servers and actually telling her outright that she could have gotten a very hefty tip if she 
had have kept her trap shut. | was surprised to see Mr. Tough-Guy coming back after having been away from 


the booze and shit for so long, but the way he was so defensive over us was actually kind of endearing. 
"Baby, chill out" | laughed as we were leaving. "People are assholes, its gonna happen 


"Yeah, but | don't fucking get it. We aren't fucking hurting anything by existing. It's not like me loving you is 


going to kill everything in a ten-mile radius and summon Satan him-fucking-self” 


| gave his hand a little squeeze, smiling when he gave one in return. "No, it won't. And | know it doesn't affect 
them, so that's why | don't give a shit. If they wanna look at us and fuckin’ cry about it that's their problem. 
I'm happy with you and that's all that matters." 


Now, | didn't know Slash's reason for being so upset over the bitches being bitches, but | was soon to find out. 
Before that happened though, | had to check my blood sugar and make sure | didn't fuck it up with breakfast, 
though | probably did. Slash waited dutifully outside for me as | slid into the men's washroom and picked a stall 
| set up my reader and pricked my finger and waited for the response, tapping my foot idly and letting a hand 
rest on my stomach as one of the baby's shifted Soon enough, the response came back and lo and behold I'd 
fucked it up royally and came back just over 190. No surprise there. 


With a sigh, | took my little case out of my pocket and started to get my shit ready, squinting at the tiny 
printing on the bottle just to make sure it was the right one before rolling it around between my palms to 
make sure it mixed alright. | took a deep breath as | took the needle out of the case, surprise striking me as 
my hands started to shake and my palms got sweaty. | took a deep breath and looked around, suddenly anxious. 
What the fuck was my problem? I'd done this a hundred fucking times. 


Or maybe that was my problem. 


My lip trembled a litle as | looked around the bathroom stall. It was clean, | knew it was, but all | could see 
was fucking grease and smoke stains and piss on the floors. | looked back down at my hands, still shaking as a 
frown formed over my face. For the love of God, lzzy, get a fucking grip. You've been clean for over six months. | 
thought, loosing a long drawn out breath as | tried again just to get the fucking cap off the needle. | could 
practically feel my pupils dilate as | finally managed. | just stared at it for the longest time, drawing air in and 
out of the syringe as my head tipped slightly to the side. | couldn't do it. | couldn't just give myself a shot of 


insulin like any normal fucking person. Jesus. 


| growled in frustration and threw the needle at the wall. Shoving my bottle of insulin into my pocket, | shakily 
made my way to the door that lead out to the hallway. 


"Slash." | said weakly, looking down when he looked over at me. "I need you to do this.” 


Worry was clear on his face as he came over. His hand went to my shoulder and gently coaxed me to stand 


up a little straighter. 
"What's wrong? Are you okay? You look like shit" 
| laughed dryly and wet my lips. | guess he really would tell me if he thought | looked bad. 


| can't do it" | whispered, taking a rattling breath and trying to stop the tremors that wracked my body. Even 
with my eyes closed, all | could see was that needle filling up with my beloved muddy water. | didn't want it. | 
didn't want to fucking use, but | couldn't stop seeing it. | sucked in another breath and wrapped my arms 


around myself. "Oh my God" | moaned softly. "Oh my God" 
"Izzy? Izzy! Hey." Slash gripped both my shoulders and looked up at me. "What's going on? What happened?" 


"l-Im f-fucking seeing sh-shit." | chattered, almost sobbing despite the lack of tears. What the fuck was wrong 


with me? 


‘Ils there a problem here?" Some gentleman asked. | assumed he was needing to get into the washroom, seeing 


as I'd literally stopped in the door and been unable to get any further. Then | noticed the nametag. 


| couldn't breathe. | fucking lost it, hyperventilating, trying to apologize for fucking nothing. | had absolutely zero 
control over my limbs, sinking to the floor completely and trying for the life of me to get over the shakes. 
The babies were freaking out. Slash was freaking out. The guy with the nametag was freaking out because he 
thought he was the cause of me having some sort of mental fucking breakdown. People were looking and some 


guys are standing there pissed off because they can't get into the bathroom. 


The next thing | know there's some lady that stepped forward, identifying herself as first-aid trained. She's 
telling people to disperse, telling the dude with the nametag to go and get stuff, telling Slash he had to step 


back so she could do whatever in the fuck it was she was going to do. 


She knelt down beside me and put her hands where Slash's had been. | didn't look up until the fourth time she 
asked me too. Her eyes were light and caring, a stark contrast to my dark and fucking terrified ones | 
supposed. 


Hi." She said softly, "My name's Carol, alright? l'm a certified first responder and l'm just going to walk you 


through some breathing exercises, okay? Help you calm down a little and then we'll talk” 


| nodded vaguely, teeth chattering despite myself. | didn't understand what was happening and | think that was 
what scared me the most. | felt like | was dying. | literally felt like my heart was going to explode in my chest. 
My lungs burned and tears stung my eyes despite not falling. Every movement | made felt like a kick in the 
teeth and neither baby was very happy with me. 


"Okay, breathe in with me through your nose as deeply as you can manage. Try and sit up straight" | did as | 
was told as much as possible, the breaths sounding choked and forced as they were. Slash was still kneeling 
somewhere to my side, anxiously watching to make sure | was okay. | wished | could tell him that | would be 
fine, but even if | could speak | didn't know if | would in fact be fine. "And breathe out through your mouth." | 
did and the woman smiled. "Good, good!" She said happily, "Now let's do it again." 


We'd repeated the process about seven times before I'd finally started breathing normally. Nametag guy had 
come back and brought a glass of water and some saltine crackers. | took both with shaking hands, welcoming 
warmth around me as Slash draped himself over my shoulders. Carol smiled sweetly at me, watching as | 
brought the glass of water to my lips-- Slash had to help me or | would have spilled the water all over 
myself. | tried not to gulp it down, but | was so fucking thirsty. 

"Are you feeling better?" She asked, 


| almost nodded before remembering that no, | wasn't okay. 


| need my insulin" | said weakly, sitting there, still shaking, and clinging to my glass of water until my knuckles 
were white. | was surprised the glass didn't break. 


"I can take it from here." Slash said, rubbing circles between my shoulderblades. "Thank you for helping." 


"Are you sure?" The girl asked, seeming doubtful. She looked to me, "Are you sure you'll be alright? You don't 


need me to call an ambulance or anything?" 


If | could have, | would have laughed. Instead | just smiled kind of tiredly. "Yeah. He's f-fine.. S-so am |." | licked 
my lips and took a breath. "Th-thank you." 


She said her goodbyes and left, Nametag guy waited around until I'd finished with the glass and snatched it 


back from me somewhat irritably. | just shied into myself, confused, disoriented, and still scared about what 


had happened. Slash gently coaxed me to my feet and helped me walk back into the bathroom. He peeked into 
the stalls quickly before scampering back over to me and giving me a quick kiss. He didn't say anything about 
the needle still on the floor. 


"Tell me what happened while | do this, baby." He said softly, the concern evident behind his caring tone. He pat 
down my pockets and procured both my case and my bottle of insulin. "And tell me what you were at so | can 


fix it up." 


"0-one ninety-three.." | stammered, swallowing thickly and watching as Slash fixed up the needle and dose. "l.. | 
don't know what happened" | looked over my shoulder a bit as he pinched my arm, my nose wrinkling as he 
stuck me with the needle. "I just.. | started trying to get my dose ready and |--" | paused. There was that 
terminology too. | looked away, giving a short laugh. "I started panicking because | thought | was sticking myself 


with smack." 


Slash didn't laugh. Instead the look | got was very sympathetic. He wrapped his arms around me and held me 


close. 


"I think the worst part was that by the end | was starting to want It" | whispered, resting my head on top of 
his curls. "| wanted it to be heroin. | just wanted to get high." | closed my eyes and whimpered, "How the hell 
am | ever going to be a father?" 


Slash's thumb rubbed up and down a spot on my back. "It's okay, Izzy. It happens, but you're okay and you're 
doing great." He paused a moment. "You're going to be a great dad." He said softly. "You already are a great 


dad..." 
| shook my head and looked away. Slash looked me over a moment before pulling away. 


"I. | was going to wait to do this, and my timing's probably really shit right now, but at the same time.. | think 
now's probably the best time to do it. 


| watched him move to put everything on the counter before he pat down his pockets and came up with 
something clutched in the palm of his hand. When he turned back to me, his hand was still balled in a fist and 
his teeth were anxiously tugging at his lip. | couldn't quite explain why my heart started fluttering a lot faster, 
but it did. 


"Izzy, | know we haven't been together for like.. A really long time.. And what | want to ask you isn't even legal, 
but | don't give a fuck, | want to ask anyway on the off chance that it might happen in the future at any point 
in time, but." He trailed off when he realized he was rambling, shaking his head and fluffing his hair out of his 
face. | swallowed dryly, my eyes wide as | watched him. He opened his hand and in it there was a ring. | started 
to cry. He hadn't even finished and | was crying, unable to stop smiling as he took my hand and slid the ring 
onto my finger. “Will you, Mr. Stradlin, do me the honour of becoming my husband if we're ever able to, you 


know, do that?" 


My free hand back up to rub my eyes, a couple ecstatic laughs escaping me. | didn't know what to say, or 
what to do. | was completely thrown for a loop. | laughed again, staring at my hand and unable to believe that 


the ring was actually there. | swallowed back more tears. 
Slash... | don't know what to say." | breathed. 


| finally noticed that he was breathing sorta hard, his face red and tears shimmering in his own eyes. "Please 
say yes" He whispered, leaning in and kissing at my neck. "Please say yes, baby. | don't know what I'd do if you 


said no." 


| threw my arms around him, a laugh building up inside me from deep in my chest. | was ecstatic. | felt high, 
but in a way that wasn't going to throw me into another episode. | held him tightly as my laughter rang out 
against the white walls of the public bathroom. 


"Yes!" | gasped, clawing at his back and kissing his cheek. "Oh God, yes, baby. Of course | will” | got caught 
between laughing and choking on a sob. | kissed him again. "I love you." | whispered, nuzzling into his hair. "l 


fucking love you so much." 


Slash laughed as he nuzzled into my shoulder, his hands moving over across my stomach and around to my 
back. "I love you too, baby." He muttered into my shirt. "Thank you. Thank you for making me the luckiest man 


alive." 

| had learned why Slash had been so pissed off about people saying shit about us. He had wanted to propose 
this whole fucking time, but even now that we where engaged, we couldn't do anything about it. There were 
laws out against that shit, gay marriage | mean, and it was because of people like the people that had served 
us that that "ban" might never get lifted and leave us just permanently engaged and never properly married. 


| had also learned that he loved me a fuck of a lot more than I'd ever thought possible. 


And finally | learned that out of anywhere that anyone had ever been proposed to, the men's bathroom of 


some mediocre four-star hotel in Arizona after having had a panic attack was better than the fucking Ritz. 


And all because | loved him. 


Doctor Please, Some More of These 
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Seriously. So much research to make sure | had my shit straight.. Also, if anyone is starting to guess the 


direction this is going | am so sorry because there is going to be a feel train about ten miles long so please 
don't hate mel 


EDIT: | strongly recommend AGAINST smoking weed while on tramadol. | had to do a lot of reading into the 
effects of THC mixed with the drug and there were a lot of mixed accounts. Sometimes the weed will make the 
user pleasantly high and give them a nice buzz and other times it causes seizures. There was no in between 
that | could see. The only reason | wrote this in was because in my reading | found that it was MOSTLY people 
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doesn't mean that it won't happen to any one else ever. Izzy's just very lucky and very stupid to be doing this 
so don't do it. This is fiction written in a "best case scenario" situation because | figured the poor sod had 


suffered enough earlier on in the chapter without adding seizures into the mix. 


"Slash? | can't sleep." | whispered into the dark, feeling the bed shift soon after. | looked up to find my fiancé 
looking at me with a gaze that sparkled in the dark. 


"What's wrong?" He asked softly, letting his hand rest on my hip. 


| bit back a smile. "I'm too excited" | whispered despite the fact that we were the only ones in the house. 
"Tomorrow's the big day." 


Slash chuckled, his thumb brushing over my skin. "Today's the big reveal, now. It's three o'clock. Have you slept 
at all?" 


| shrugged, trying to be all nonchalant about it. I'd felt weird all day though and | didn't know if it was nerves 
or anything else. Either way, I'd kept my trap shut. Slash just gave me a look and even in the dark, | knew he 
wasn't buying it. | laughed softly and wriggled a bit to sink further into the nest of pillows our bed had 


become. 
"On and off" | said, "I've slept on and off" 


His fingers danced upward and into my hair. Stroking the soft strands carefully, he smiled and leaned in to 


press a couple kisses to my nose. 
"You need to sleep, baby. You can't go into surgery all fucked up from being tired 


"But l'm not tired” | rebuked, pouting a little. 


"Yes you are." He chuckled, curling around me and holding me as close as possible. "You just think you aren't 


because you're all pumped up and excited. Go the fuck to sleep." 


| laughed and we giggled until we both fell silent. | felt Slash's breathing shift after a while and | figured he had 
fallen asleep. Instead, | ended up getting in shit when he felt me brushing his hair out of his face. He wasn't 
asleep yet, and | wasn't sure if he'd go to sleep until after | did. 


‘Izzy, seriously. Go to sleep. You're going in for fuckin’ surgery. You can't be all feeling like shit in the morning.’ 
| sighed, “But--" 
"No buts. Go to sleep." 


Slash put his arm over me despite the slight distance between us. His position had to be uncomfortable as a 
whole, but he did it to be close to me, so | didn't ever say anything and | hadn't said anything for the two 
weeks we'd been back at home. His breath was warm against my face and his touch was gentle against my 


skin Yet | felt a slight twinge of pain 


| winced and shifted again, assuming it would go away like all the painful twinges before it that had been 
occurring throughout the day. | took a shaky breath, trying not to disturb Slash since he'd just fallen asleep 
and would give me hell for not being in dreamland too.. But it started to come again, this time bringing a wave 
of nausea with it as the pain got bigger. | almost wasn't quick enough in getting myself around to puke over 
the edge of the bed rather than in it. The wet sound against the floor leaving me to feel even more ill 


"Oh God." | groaned, trying to take a breath but feeling like it would be my last if | managed it. "Slash." | tried 
to pat around behind me to feel for him, unable to get back around to face him for fear that I'd throw up 
again. | heard a snore and felt another wave of pain, this one bigger than all those before it. Something 


definitely wasn't right. | didn't know what it was, but | didn't want to just try and wait it out. 


"Slash." | hissed a bit louder this time, | found his face in my blind searching and unintentionally smothered 
him with my hand when | did. | was starting to shake. "Slash, wake up." 


'Izzy.. Mmmn.. Why aren't you--" He cut himself off when | had to lean over the bed to hurl again 
"Fuck." | moaned, "Fuck.. Fuck.. Get Mandy on the phone." 
Its three thirty?" Slash said, sounding confused and still fairly sleep drunk. 


"Jesus Christ, Slash, just do it!" | snapped, a wounded noise passing my lips as another wave of pain came. Oh 


fuck. My mind was racing as | tried to breathe. | so hoped this wasn't what | was thinking it was. 


There was no way it was happening if it was. 


Slash scrambled out of bed and went to grab the phone, stubbing his toe on the dresser as he went. | heard 
him cursing all the way down the hall and | cursed at myself for being such an idiot. | should have fucking said 
something that evening when | first felt the small pains. | hadn't thought anything of them though, they'd been 
happening pretty often the past few days.. Just not all intense-like. l'd figured it was just another weird pain to 
add to the list. My hips already ached, my legs got sore easy, | got headaches from a lack of sleep, pains in 
my abdomen from the whole kicking thing.. What was another weird pain when everything else was taken into 


consideration, huh? 


| vaguely realized that | should probably get up, but | wasn't sure if I'd be able to. | mean, | was already 
halfways out of the bed anyway, but | wasn't so sure I'd be able to stay standing if one of those big pains 
came again. | stared at the ceiling as | took a couple big breaths. | heard Slash talking, | figured he'd gotten a 
hold of the doctor, but clearly didn't know what to say. | hadn't told him what was wrong. | heard him say 
goodbye regardless, and soon after he came running down the hall. | watched, pained and starting to pant a 
little, as he threw on a pair of shorts and an open button up before he came to me, only just managing to 
avoid the couple puddles of puke on the floor as he helped coax me to sit up on the edge of the bed. | clutched 
my stomach, cringing and crying out a little. God it hurt. Never in my life had | hurt so fucking bad before. 


Gently and carefully, Slash helped me to stand, letting me lean on him as we walked. As I'd predicted, another 
pain hit me and my legs gave out. Catching me and holding me up, Slash spoke soothingly even though | could 
feel him trembling with the effort of holding me in the awkward position. My lips were pressed tightly 
together as | made a frustrated sound low in my throat. | took a shaky breath through my nose and tried 


again to make it to the car outside. 


"We're gonna meet Mandy at the clinic, okay?" He said softly, going out the front door before me so he could 
turn around and help me from there. | leaned on the doorjamb and had to wait a minute as another wave of 


pain hit me. "She said it might be--" 


"I swear to fucking God if you tell me she said | went into labour l'm going to put your balls in the blender." | 
snapped. There was no way this was happening. No fucking way. Slash looked kind of scared, but he helped me 
out of the house and down the porch steps anyway. 


"'lzzy--" 
"No" | said firmly, still struggling to breathe through everything. "It's not happening. In case you've been 
consistently missing something in every single one of our sexy moments.. / dont have the right parts for that 


shit." 


| was starting to get scared if | was being honest. | groaned softly, shivering a little with the cold. | hadn't even 
gotten dressed or anything. | was shaking by the time I'd gotten into the car. 


"Can you last a minute if | go in and get you a sweater?" Slash asked after leaning over me to put the key in 


the ignition and turn it. 


| hesitantly nodded, releasing a shuddery breath. "Just don't take too long." | whispered, "Please." 


He gave a short nod before closing the car door and sprinting inside. | let my head hit the headrest, my hand 


smoothing soothing circles over my stomach. It seemed to alleviate some of the surface pain. 


"You guys couldn't have just waited a couple fucking hours, huh?" | murmured to myself, whining quietly when 
another pain started. 


| curled into myself and let my head rest against the window. | watched as Slash came rushing back out, 
sweater and pants in hand. He jumped into the driver's seat and handed me the clothes as he slammed the 
door shut. | managed to drape the hoodie over my shoulders, but just barely. | didn't even want to try and 
wrench myself around to get my arms through the holes. | moaned again and Slash gave me a worried look 
before putting the car in reverse. He spun the tires on the way out and | groaned yet again. Driving with one 


hand, Slash let the other hand rest in my lap. He rubbed my knee soothingly. 
"It f-fucking hurts." | mumbled, gasping. 
‘Its okay, baby. We'll be at the hospital soon. Just keep breathing.” 


| tried | really tried not to let the pain get to me. But it was obvious that whatever was going down on the 
inside wasn't going down easy. | felt a sharp pain in my lower back that spiked right up my whole spine. | 
couldn't help it. | screamed, tears jumping to my eyes. My hand clutched the door, fingernails scrabbling at the 
plastic. | muffled my second scream through my teeth, sobbing dryly as my tears refused to fall. This wasn't 
happening. This couldn't be fucking happening. 


Through it all, | couldn't help but think back on the twenty-five week appointment. 


"If it gets really bad it might leave you unable to walk or at least needing surgery or rehabilitation after the 
babies are born to put everything back where it should be." 


And that part Mandy wouldn't tell me. | was almost certain | knew what it was by now. | didn't want to think 


about it, | really didn't want to. But | was starting to feel more and more inclined to worry about it. 


"We're almost there, Izzy.." | vaguely heard Slash say. | couldn't even focus on the sound of his voice. Things 
were getting distant. All | could feel, hear and see was pain and red. ".lt's okay, baby.. It's gonna be okay." 


We pulled into the loop at the clinic and | wasn't even sure if Slash had put the car in park before he was out 
and around to my side. He opened the door, jumping forward to make sure | didn't fall out. Another pain went 
straight up my spine and outward. | choked on bile and spit onto the pavement, coughing and trying not to cry 
with the absolute horror of it all. | heard footsteps rushing out and then felt a second pair of hands on me. 


"Hey, Jeff." Came Mandy's soothing voice, though it had that strictly professional edge it got when she was 


anxious about shit. "I've got a couple doctors here that are just going to help you into this chair, okay?" | could 
vaguely see the wheelchair in my peripheral. "When we get inside." She said, stepping aside as the two, notably 
male, doctors came forward to help me get out of the car. | couldn't even stand, my entire body felt numb 
except for the excruciating pain that throbbed right through my veins. "When we get inside we're going to take 
you right into OR and get you hooked up to some IVs and get you something that'll help soothe the pain. We'll 
take a look around too and just see what's happening and what's happened before we start the surgery.” She 
spoke as she walked, footsteps quick beside me. 


"You mean he's going to be awake?" Slash asked, sounding absolutely terrified enough for the two of us. 


"Yes." Mandy said, pausing a minute to yell at some people that were standing in the lobby and right in the 
way. "It's just safer if he's awake for the procedure." 


| looked over at her somewhat blindly, "Can we talk more about those drugs?" | managed to ask, "Let's talk 
more about that instead of the cutting me the fuck open part like I'm not right here." 


One of the male doctors snickered and | hoped to God that that would be the guy holding the knife. Everyone 


else was fucking serious as shit and scaring the crap out of me. 


We got into a room, finally. All the equipment everywhere was giving me the creeps and the sterile hospital 
smell made me think | was going to throw up again. Being two steps ahead of me, Mandy ran and grabbed a 
garbage pail from the back. | felt Slash's hand on my back as | wretched, the wet sound intensified by the bag 
inside the can which | ended up dropping as a fresh pain ran through me. | loosed another dry sob, letting my 
head hang. | felt them moving me around and also the feeling of an alcohol wipe being rubbed over my arm. 
The doctors all discussed how much medication should be administered, chattering amongst themselves and 
verifying that | had abused opioids in the not-actually-that-far-past past. They started me off at an average 
dose and told me they'd move up if necessary. | told them | didn't care what they did as long as it happened 
fast and got rid of the pain and got me into the fucking surgery so | could get the fuck out of there. 


| soon felt the familiar feeling of a needle getting slid into my forearm. When they started the drip, | felt 
myself tense in anticipation despite myself. It made my brain fuzzy but didn't numb the pain very much. They 
wheeled me off for scans before the surgery with me begging them to give me a higher dose. Slash stayed by 
my side the entire time, his hand in my hair and his face like stone. It probably bothered him to hear me 
begging for the medication that was so close to being my old drug of choice, but he didn't say anything about 
it. He just pet my sweaty hair and mumbled lowly to me telling me it would be alright. He even asked the 
doctors once if they'd increase the dosage just so he wouldn't have to bite back his tears at my anguished 


cries. 


The doctors were hesitant, not wanting to be responsible for getting me addicted again. | wanted to tell them 
to fuck off. I'd been clean for six or seven months. | hadn't used for six or seven months.. But that didn't 
mean | wasn't still addicted. Addiction was a sickness that ran deeper than just the face value of using shit. My 
episode a few weeks ago when Slash and | were in Arizona was proof of that. | didn't want to say that though 
either. They'd never fucking up my dose if | said some dumb shit like that. 


Mandy was the one that finally did it, realizing that | wasn't "faking it’ | guess. | didn't know how much 
morphine was actually being administered, but regardless of that fact when | felt it.. | felt it. My eyes rolled 
back in my head, a groan passing my lips that wasn't out of pain. Finally. Relief. | mean, | still felt it, but I: 


a) Did not care because, being honest kids, opioid analgesics are fucking beautiful things that flick this little 
switch in your brain that makes you smile at fucking everything and makes life great. Oh yeah, but don't do 
them illegally becouse they ruin your life and make doctors not want to relieve your excruciating pain on the 


grounds that you are an addict and always fucking will be. 


b) Was too busy being concerned about the scans they were running and the fact that the buns in my oven 


were literally ready to come out at any minute with no place to actually go. 


c) Was getting lifted onto an operating table and getting these freakish looking curtains put around my lower 
half as one of the doctors went and grabbed this bag of sterilized tools and a bottle of this spray shit. 


| tried to watch in my half a daze, trying to look over the curtain. The doctor shaved and wiped down a spot 
between my lower stomach and my crotch and Slash took my hand and gave it a little squeeze. | looked up at 


him anxiously, still trembling against the few waves of pain that made it past the medication 


My brow furrowed at this weird zipper sensation where the guy had wiped down. Slash looked over and visibly 
paled, | assumed that they'd started cutting. His gaze was very quickly back on my face. | watched as his 
chest heaved and tears sparkled in his eyes and weakly rubbed his knuckles with my thumb. | managed a weak 


smile, trying to keep my own breathing as even as possible as | tried to stay awake. 
‘| love you." | whispered, weakly nuzzling my face against the back of his hand. 
He blinked and his tears finally fell. "I love you too, baby." He said quietly, sniffling and rubbing his eyes. 


| let my eyes slip shut, taking a deep breath as | tried not to let myself get overwhelmed. My eyes snapped 
open again when | heard a gasp, my attention going fully to whatever was going on behind the curtains. | saw 
the doctor pass something over to Mandy and saw her walk a little ways away, the crying that started soon 
after was what really got my attention | made a small noise when | saw Mandy disappear around the corner, 
tears stinging my eyes at this indescribable wave of feeling coming over me. | felt Slash squeeze my hand so 
tightly | was certain there was no circulation | felt other stuff happening down around my stomach to crotch 


area and the second doctor came over to take my second child from the first. 


| cried. | didn't even feel the rest of whatever was happening down behind the curtains. | didn't feel the doctor 
stitching me up. | cried, feeling like a part of me had literally been robbed. And really, a part of me was. 


My tears were silent, just soft sniffles and more waterworks than | had ever thought possible. The doctor 
congratulated me as he started taking the curtains down but | could scarcely hear him. All | could hear were 


the whispered footsteps of two slipper-wearing doctors as they finally came back, each carrying a small 


bundle. 


A sob caught in my throat and | moved to sit up, getting warned against it by the doctor that was still by the 
bed. It took both him and Slash to haul my dead weight up into a proper sitting position without upsetting the 
very fresh incision and stitches. | still felt shaky and numb and hurting really bad since sitting up and fucking 
exhausted, but | reached out regardless. All | wanted was hold my babies. | wanted to see them for real and 
not just from a grainy picture of my insides that really didn't show much of anything. 


Mandy was the first to reach me. | tried not to make grabby hands at her as | reached for my firstborn | 
smiled through my tears, looking down at my baby boy. | ran the pad of my thumb over his chubby little 
cheek and blinked back tears. | looked back up when the second doctor stepped forward, my heart pretty much 
stopping. The guy had to lay the baby in my arms because | had no idea what | was doing or how | was going 
to hold two newborns that couldn't even hold their own heads up, but once situated, | literally couldn't stop 
crying. | looked to my daughter and just couldn't stop. They were all happy tears, unable to be held back for 
two reasons. One being that | was exhausted and the second being that when | looked at the two squirmy 


children in my arms all | saw were angels. 


"Izzy." Slash breathed, kneeling down next to me. His eyes were wide, an almost scared look to them. "They're 


so tiny." He whispered 


| laughed a little, stroking Noah's arm with my thumb and playing absently with the bit of curly curly hair 


atop Darcy's head. | smiled and blinked back some more tears. 


"Heyyy." | whispered, gasping when Darcy opened her eyes. "Hi my baby girl" | smiled again, "You guys just 


couldn't wait another couple hours, huh? You just had to come out now..?" 


Slash laughed, kissing my head and hesitating before he reached forward to smooth his fingers through 
Darcy's little bit of still damp hair. "They're just ahead of the game." He laughed softly, kissing me again, "Two 
steps ahead of everyone else, just like their daddy." 


| smiled like a fucking idiot, looking up at him before leaning in a bit to beg for a kiss that he was only too glad 


to give. 


I'm so fucking proud of you, baby." He said quietly, nuzzling into my cheek that | could feel his tears. "You did 
such a good job." 


| touched my nose to his jaw, tilting my head just slightly so | could kiss the tender skin. | pulled away and 
looked down at the twins again. My eyelids felt heavy, my head still fuzzy as fuck from all the painkillers 
pumping through me, but all | could think about was how fucking happy | was. They were both okay. They were 
both healthy. Despite so many odds being stacked against me and them, they made it to term and were 
completely fucking perfect. 


They were perfect. 


| spent the next few days in hospital and still hooked up to the IV though they had lowered my dose 
substantially. It really wasn't enough to kill the pain anymore and it left me with this horrid dull ache 
throughout my stomach and in my ass that made me think | was going to throw the fuck up. It was awful. I'm 
certain that the only thing that kept me from investigating my drip bag and figuring out how to up the dosage 
myself was the fact that | was being kept busy. | mean, | was still in moderate to severe amounts of pain, but 


| just didn't have the opportunity to do anything about it. 


Whenever | wasn't tending to the twins and feeding them from the bottles | kept getting given, | was with Slash 
and tending to them. When | wasn't going that | was talking about shit with Mandy, how | was feeling, if | felt 
that | was missing anything. | also had to try and stay moving which was really hard. Slash helped me the first 
bunch of times, gently lifting me from the bed and helping me to stand on shaky feet. Between the incision and 
the apparent fracture of my tailbone that had happened in the fleeting moments before the surgery, | found it 
difficult. Plus, | no longer had the fucked up centre of gravity, so | was practically learning to walk all over 
again. Soon, though, | was able to shuffle around on my own in the stupid-looking hospital gown they'd given me. 
Soon after that | was carrying one baby at a time around the room with me, but even quicker than I'd 
managed that, | taught myself how to manage carrying both of them together which seemed to make them 
both more happy. 


The guys had visited me a couple times, Axl joking about how I'd finally be able to get back to work. Or at least 
I'd thought he was joking. 


The twins had been born on Sunday, January, bth/ 1991. | was released from the hospital on the Thursday and 
was given a prescription for this painkiller that was supposed to help. | took the pills regardless of my previous 
fear. | wasn't pregnant any more so at least the narcotics and possibility of becoming addicted to these fucking 
painkillers would only be hurting me. 


| tried for a few days before realizing that they just weren't going to kick in | hadn't slept from the awful 
aching and called the doctor back to ask about it. | was cradling Noah to my chest as | did it, rubbing his back 
and trying to coax him to sleep. 

"You've reached Doctor Kinsley's office, how can | be of assistance?" 

"Yeah, can you forward me through to Doctor Kinsley please?" | asked, holding the phone against my ear with 
my shoulder as Slash came out. He raised a curious brow at me, but came over and took Noah when | held 


him up a little. 


"Can | ask who's calling?" 


"Isbell? Jeff Isbell.” 
| heard the secretary hum as she flipped through some papers. 
"Alright, hon, just gonna transfer you over. He should be in his office now.’ 


"Thanks." | said, reaching to pull a chair out from the kitchen table so | could sit down. Slash helped when | 
couldn't reach. "Thank you." | whispered, "ls Darcy--?" 


"Still sleeping. Noah's just being stubborn" He laughed softly, looking down at the accused. Noah just yawned. 
"Doctor Kinsley speaking, can | help you?" 


"Yeah, hi." | started, "It's Jeff calling.. Again. This stuff you gave me for the pain really isn't doing anything 
other than making me anxious as all hell, nauseous, and giving me dry mouth and headaches when | don't take 


it at the right time of the day." 


The doctor sighed, "Mister Isbell, we've been through this. Several times, | might add. There is nothing else | 


can give you." 


“There's got to be something stronger than this." | complained, looking at the pill bottle as | spoke. | couldn't 
pronounce the brand name properly, but he'd given me tramadol. He'd said it was good stuff and | maybe might 
have believed him if | hadn't completely fucked up my pain threshold with the heroin. "I haven't slept in three 
days the pain is so bad." 


"Mister Isbell” The doctor sounded pissed. My jaw clenched and | sighed as he started talking to me like | was a 
fucking child "You and | both know about your history with narcotics, l'm not going to sugar coat it this time. 
There is nothing else | am willing to give you for the fact that | am not willing to be legally responsible for 
feeding your--" 


| stood up and slammed the phone back on the receiver, startling Slash. He quietly shushed Noah when his little 
face puckered up and he threatened to cry. 


"No go..?" He asked softly, his gaze on me as | sunk back into the chair and held my head in my hands. 
"No." | said weakly, "No go." 


He sighed softly, rubbing Noah's back again. "Do you wanna go out back? I'll put the little guy to bed and meet 
you out there." 


| closed my eyes and nodded weakly. Since being home both Slash and I'd started smoking pot again. It had 
started with a celebratory blunt at Duff and Axl's that got passed around after the kids had gone to bed and 


the rest of us were still awake and talking about shit. Slash had continued because he didn't feel he was 
hurting me at all by smoking it and | did because it seemed to be the only thing | could do for myself to help 
the pain. It didn't actually lessen the pain any, but it put me in this nice little headspace that | was able to put 
up with it better. We didn't smoke in the house, and kept all our shit away from the kids. If | accidentally 
smoked too much, | wouldn't even go into the kids' room. I'd make Slash go, | somehow felt guilty if they saw 


me all stoned and shit, even if there was no way they could know what was going on. 


| hobbled my way out to the back porch, clutching my stomach with one hand and leaning onto the railing with 
the other when | got out to the deck. | gently lowered myself into one of the chairs and heaved a sigh. | read 
over the medication bottle again, trying to make any sense of what | was reading. It recommended taking the 
pills with food and water and also had a warning in larger letters about making sure only the doctor 
determined dose was taken. | huffed at that. I'd learned real quick not to fuck around with the medication. The 
first time the doctor refused to give me anything stronger l'd stupidly decided | was going to take a slightly 
higher dose, thinking it would be like any of the shit I'd used before and that I'd just built a really quick 
tolerance to it. | thought it was like that. No. Turned out the medication was just shit and the day I'd added a 
half a pill more to my dose, I'd almost fucking killed myself. That was only a slight exaggeration It made my 
fucking hands and feet go numb and slowed my breathing and heartrate so much I'd thought | had died for 
some periods of time. | found out afterwards that it was because they'd given me the slow-release pill and my 
cutting it open had opened it up to a significantly higher dose at a much faster speed and really you would 
think that would be something they would have told me when giving me the prescription. Especially given my 
past drug use. Not that | wanted them to fucking baby me, but you would have thought that doctors would 
know that as an addict and ex-dealer | was bound to try stupid shit with narcotics and would have said 
something like: "Don't tamper with these pills because they're an all day affair and if you open the pill or crush 
it you'll be getting your entire day's dose in like three minutes time". 


Needless to say, they switched me to a lower fucking dose. They didn't say that it was, they said that it was 
just a different type of pill that wouldn't stop my heart if | decided to play retard again. But I'd felt the 


withdrawals and | definitely felt the pain heighten in response to less medication 


| looked up when | heard the patio door open, smiling at Slash as he came out. He smiled back, leaving the door 
open so we could still listen for the babies. He sat down next to me and tossed the baggy of weed onto the 
table along with the little box of papers, his grinder and his lighter. 


"So what'd Doctor Stick-in-his-ass say to piss you off so bad?" He asked, going ahead to start crushing the 
bud and rolling a joint for us both to split. 


| sighed, "That he didn't wanna give me anything stronger because he'd be legally responsible for feeding the 
beast" 


"But you're in fucking pain.!" Slash scoffed, licking the paper and folding it over. "It's not like you were fucking 


cut open or anything.” 


"That's just it” | mumbled, taking a breath as | rubbed above where the stitches still were. "I think he thinks 


I'm being medicated for the fracture, not an emergency c-section wound to go on top of that.” 


Slash sighed, handing me the roach and letting me light up first. | took a deep pull, welcoming the heavy smoke 
and letting it sit in my lungs for a good few seconds before blowing it out. | took a second toke and passed it 


over. 


"I really fucking wish they would have just told him I'd had surgery. | know they meant well by keeping it on 
the downlow about the pregnancy, but they could have said I'd had surgery for something else." | said, exhaling. 


Slash's brow furrowed as he held his smoke in. "I don't get it either, babe. Is there anything Mandy can do?" 
"No. She's taken his side. She wasn't too impressed with my self medicating." 


Slash sighed and exhaled at the same time, giving me the smoke after he'd taken a puff. "/ wasn't too 
impressed with your self medicating, but it doesn't stop the fact that you're hurting. Baby, they've gotta do 
something. Its not good for you to be so sore all the time. You're not going to be able to get better.’ 


| winced with another bit of pain, looking to the sky as | took my pull, the marijuana starting to kick in and 


make my eyes heavy as it made my head swim ever so pleasantly. 
"Whatever." | muttered, "They're not going to do anything, so | might as well just deal with it" 


| curiously turned my gaze over when | heard a car door slam, seeing the front end of Axl's car in the 
driveway. | didn't want to yell and wake the kids up, but figured he'd let himself in and find us back here soon 


enough anyway. | was unsurprised when he did just that, giving a little wave and passing the joint back to Slash. 


"We playing puff puff pass instead of being grown ups?" Axl asked, flicking his hair back out of his face. | rolled 
my eyes at him. 


"The kids are sleeping, and | earned it, so shut up." 


It was Axl's turn to roll his eyes. "Yeah, okay. Uh, anyway. I've got something | need to tell you guys. | still 
have to go find Matt to let him know--" | cringed slightly. Matt was the band's new drummer. | didn't know 
that they had fired Steven at first, but it had happened and now we had this Matt Sorum guy that was a 


pretty cool guy, but, in my personal opinion, a pretty boring drummer. "--but we've got shows booked" 
| frowned, "Shows booked." | repeated. "How many shows booked?" 


"Um." He bit the ragged edge of a nail. "Like two years touring's worth." He said it so easily it took me a 


minute to realize what he'd just said. 


‘Oh my God, Axl" | clawed at my face and made a frustrated noise. Slash looked just as upset. "When does it 
start?" 


He shrugged. "First show's on January twentieth." He said. 


My stomach bottomed out beneath me. He had to be joking. He was joking, right? | looked to his face for any 
sign of the "Haha | fooled you" look but couldn't see it. | laughed shortly in utter disbelief. 


"What the fuck" Slash grumbled. "When the fuck was this decided?" 


"A month ago." Axl said sheepishly, having at least the decency to look embarrassed. "Look man, management's 
been riding my ass about us being out of the game for so long. They want stuff and they want it now. | know 
the timing is shit and if | actually got any say | wouldn't be doing it” 


| snorted at that one. Once upon a time Guns r Roses didn't give a single fuck what anyone else wanted. Once 
upon a time Guns n Roses worked for themselves and bowed to no management. Now it seemed that we did 
nothing but bow to management. It kind of irritated me, | mean obviously we had to work with them to put a 
record out, but you would think they'd be a bit more understanding of the fact that I'd had surgery even if 
they didn't know what for. Instead, Axl had told me that they'd told him to just get another guitarist. That kind 
of hurt. But it had woken me up to the fact that Gn'R was more than just a group of guys making music now. 


It was a corporate name and an entity of its own. 
| sighed and rubbed my forehead with my thumb as | held the blunt between my fingers like a cigarette. 
"So we have a show like next week." | murmured, "And | haven't played any of our shit for months. Yeah. Okay." 


Axl shrugged, firing up a cigarette. "Look, man. | didn't pick any of it, but that's the way it is. So my suggestion 
is that you get your ass in gear and start learning your shit again." 


| narrowed my eyes at him and felt Slash shift next to me. 

"Axl, a week isn’t fucking good enough notice." He grumbled. "There's fucking thirty songs and we've got other 
shit that needs to get sorted and Izzy's not supposed to be doing anything strenuous or he's gonna tear his 
fucking stitches." 

Axl shrugged, looking distant. 

"It shouldn't be that bad. It's not like you have to do anything crazy." 

"Just stand on stage playing guitar for fucking two or three hours a piece." | mumbled, watching as Slash rolled 
another doob and lit it for himself. He was getting angry, and | could understand why. Me aside, what the fuck 
were we going to do with the kids for this tour? We weren't going to just up and fucking leave, and | wasn't so 


sure that | trusted any of the fucking working sound guys or roadies to watch them. 


"Look guys, either we do this or we're all out and we lose the record deal. We lose the band. We lose 


everything. | don't like it either but we don't have a choice." 


| sighed. "Okay, Ax, | get it. It's do or die." | leaned back carefully in my chair and hesitantly peeled my shirt up 
and looked down at the bandages that were layered over my stitches. Axl was side-eying me like crazy. "But 
this shit's on the inside too. Minus the gauze." | said, smoothing my hand over it and grimacing. "I know it's a 
crazy notion but I'd rather not have that tear. I've got a broken bone in my ass.. And on another note, my 


painkillers don't work." 


Axl's lip twitched and he stubbed his half smoked cigarette out on the porch. "Well that's your problem." He 
said. "My problem is that management literally will not change the date. We still need more songs and have a 
week Let's not touch on my other problems either though." 


| frowned. What the hell was that supposed to mean? 


"Get your shit together, figure it out, meet us all at the studio tomorrow with some music so we can do 


some work. You remember what that is? Work? Not all of us had the luxury holiday you did" 


| watched in disbelief as he turned around and left, not letting me say anything in my own defense. | didn't know 
what the fuck his problem was, but | really wished he wouldn't take it the fuck out on me. 


Slash growled quietly beside me, setting his joint in the ashtray on the table. "I'm going to grab a beer." He 


mumbled, "You want one?" 
| sighed and nodded, shifting awkwardly in my seat and wincing. "Yeah. Can you grab me another pillow, too?" 


"Of course, babe." He cooed softly, turning around and leaning over me to give me a kiss. "Need anything else?" 
| shook my head, but as he went to pull away, | made a small sound in the back of my throat. "Yes?" He asked, 


brow raising and an amused smirk crossing his lips. 
"| need one more thing.." | muttered, looking up at him with a slight pout. 
"And what's that?" 


"Another kiss." 


The smirk grew and he only too gladly fulfilled my request in full and then some, giving me one long kiss before 
feeding me several smaller ones that left me wanting only more. | let him pull away and go inside though, 
letting my hand smooth over the gauze on my stomach once he'd gone in My smile dissipated. | knew that it 
had been hard to shuffle things around for so long, but it wasn't like we'd had a choice.. Besides, | had done as 
much as | could for as long as | could before | just couldn't do anything any more. | looked up when Slash came 
back out with two tallboys and one of the pillows from the couch. He frowned at me as he set the cans on the 
table and helped me get the pillow in under my butt. 


"What are you looking so down about?" He asked. 
‘lm just thinking.” | murmured, trailing off and looking off into the yard. 


"If you're thinking about what | think you're thinking about, you should stop." He said firmly, his gaze still soft 
and taking the bite out of his words. "Axl's just being a dick because him and Duff have been having issues." 


| looked back over at him. "Have they? How'd you know that?" 


"Duff called the other night, blasted to all fuck and bawling his eyes out because he thought Axl wanted to 
break up with him." He admit. 


My gaze fell again as | absorbed that piece of information It didn't really make sense that it would just come 


out of the blue like that. There had to be something missing. 


As if reading my thoughts, Slash spoke again. "He said it's just been progressively getting weirder. | don't know 
what that means exactly, but apparently Axl's been spending more time with his therapist than with Duff and 
it's starting to freak him out." 


| wet my lips, brow furrowed as | thought about that. | reached over and grabbed one of the beers and 
cracked it open. Why didn't | know any of this? | felt so out of the loop. | no longer knew what was happening 
with my best-fucking-friends.. | sighed heavily and took a gulp of my drink. Slash opened his and did the same, 
taking his joint back from the ashtray as he did so. He had to relight the smoke. We sat in silence for some 
time, enjoying each other's company and just thinking over everything that had been shared. | got about 
halfway through my beer before | heard the crying. | sighed softly but got up anyway, wincing at the 


awkwardness of getting out of the chair. Slash watched me carefully. 
"You sure you don't want me to go?" 


| shook my head, taking a few shaky steps over to his chair and leaning in to quickly kiss his lips. He returned 
the brief kiss sweetly. "I'm already up." | chuckled, holding myself up on the arms of his chair as | kissed him 


again. "And it's my turn anyway." 
'If you're sure." He said, smirking a bit. 


| pulled away when | heard the crying increase in volume and began the strenuous adventure inside and 
through the house. | paused only briefly in the doorway of the nursery, tilting my head a bit to peek into the 
crib. My suspicions as to who was being so fussy was correct at least. | shuffled over and leaned in to pick 
Noah up, quietly shushing him so that he wouldn't wake his sister up. | winced a bit when | accidentally pressed 
against the crib, but managed to deal. 


"Hey, baby." | cooed, cradling him to my chest and slowly turning to leave the room. | smirked when | saw 


Slash standing in the doorway. "And, uh, hey baby." | said jokingly, rubbing Noah's back as | carefully walked 


over. "Can't leave me alone for even a minute?" | asked, looking up at Slash as | passed him and giving him a 
small kiss. "Scared | got lost?" 


He laughed, kissing me back and following me out to the living room. | was pleased to see that he'd already 


brought my pillows and beer inside for me. 

"Nah, just wanted to make sure you were okay. Looked like you were having trouble walking.” 

| shook my head, sinking slowly into the couch and letting Noah rest on my chest. "I was, and am.. It's no 
biggie." | mumbled, threading the sparse bit of dark hair from Noah's head through my fingers as he finally 
quietened down. "| guess | can't leave you alone for even a minute.” | murmured, tilting my head down and 
kissing the baby's head. 


“All he wanted was a cuddle?" Slash chuckled, coming over and sitting next to me. 


"Apparently." | laughed. "Needy fucker, he is." | rubbed his back with my thumb, smiling down at him. "Reminds 


me of someone." 
Slash smirked, sipping at his beer and looking away guiltily. "You, uh, thinking of anyone in particular?" 


"Oh no, not at all" | said cheerily, zeroing in on him right after. "Darcy may be your mini-me at face value, 


but there is no doubt in my mind that you've already instilled your cuddle-hungry BS on our son" 


Slash laughed, covering his mouth when he choked a little on his drink. "Maybe he just really loves his daddy, 
okay? Not everything that happens is my fault” He giggled. 


"Yes it is." | laughed, looking over. 


"Not like it's a bad thing, though." He said, smiling at me before leaning in and kissing me briefly. "Craving you 
and your attention" He finished. 


| hummed vaguely, "I'd have no idea what thats like, but | imagine its very terrible. | mean, on my end | love 


doling out the attention But wow.. Craving me. That's kinda fucked up.” 

He laughed softly and set his can down on the end table so he could roll over and hover over me. | looked up 
at him, smiling. He gave me a brief look over before leaning in to kiss me, his lips moving sensuously against 
mine as his tongue darted in for a brief taste. | hummed again, pulling away just a little so | could nose at his 
cheek. | peeked over my shoulder when | heard another cry from the babies’ room. 


"Go get your daughter." | said with a laugh when he kissed my face. "I'll still be here when you get back" 


He gave me another small kiss and hummed. "You better be." He murmured. 


"Not like | can just go anywhere." | said as he started to walk away. 

"One of the bonuses of you being crippled!" He said sounding almost too enthusiastic about that fact. 

"Hey!" 

"Just calling it like it is, baby, and l'm sorry, but that is the way it is." 

He disappeared down the hall, coming back soon after with Darcy cradled in the crook of his arm. | couldn't 
help but smile. He looked so fucking casual about it, one hand in his pocket as though it were completely 
effortless for him to be carrying a week old child Along with that, | was actually unable to believe how much 
Darcy looked like him. He sat back down next to me, gently shifting Darcy around so he could let her lay on my 
chest as well. | gave him a skeptical look at the whole "bury Izzy with the babies" thing. He just laughed, 
grinning wildly when Darcy's tiny hand went out to reach for Noah's. 


| looked over at Slash with a smile of my own, meeting his gaze and melting a bit on the inside. | still hurt a 


lot, but | just couldn't shake the happy feeling. 
"Think we did good by our little fuck up?" | asked, half joking. 


He laughed softly, shuffling closer so he could rest on my shoulder. | let my head rest against his. "I think so, 
babe." He said softly, dancing his fingers over the side of my face. "I don't think we could have done better.” 


Comfortably Numb pit 


Author's Notes: 
Not actually that happy with this chapter, but my brain is fried and it's been way too long since I've last 
updated. Shits gonna start going downhill from here | think.. In regards to what happens in the story, | mean 


We went to the studio for seven in the morning, packing up bags for the day along with our still sleeping 
babies into the car. | didn't know how we did it, but somehow we managed to fit all our equipment into the 
trunk. | think | started then to realize that our car was really really impractical for all the shit we apparently 
had to do. Like it was fine for us and the kids and maybe for groceries if we ever went and did a proper shop, 
but for anything else more than that.. It was like playing with a jigsaw puzzle crossed with Jenga but at the 


possible expense of all our gear. 


"Is that everything?" | asked when Slash came out of the house with nothing more in his hands but two 


bottles if water and some oatmeal in a mug. 


"Yeah. We'll have to share an amp if there isn't a spare at the studio, but that's it." He handed me one of the 


water as well as the mug as he came over. "Noticed you skipped out on breakfast. Bon appetit." 


| made a face at the mugged oatmeal but took a scoop of it into my mouth anyway as | stood around and 
watched Slash light up a cigarette. Smokes were the same as pot now. He didn't feel he was keeping something 
from me anymore because | had every option and opportunity to start smoking again if | wanted to. And | did 


occasionally, not very often though. 
| looked back down at my oatmeal as Slash looked me over. 


"What?" | asked, mixing the breakfast mush around a little before eating another small spoonful. 


"You're stressing." He said, blowing smoke. "Stop it." 


| made a face and continued to awkwardly play with the oatmeal. | hadn't been especially hungry.. Not really. 


"What makes you say that?" | asked, noticing the way he was watching my hand and frowning. 


"Well for one, you won't fucking eat. For two, you just are and | know it. It's written all over your face, babe. 


What's the matter?" 


| stuck the spoon back in my mouth just to spite him, pouting a bit when he rolled his eyes. 


Im not stressing." | said, looking to the ground and chewing at my lip. "Not really.” 


Slash sighed. "Am | gonna get a real answer from you?" He asked, "Because this whole cryptic ‘Im Mister 
Mystery’ bullshit gets old pretty quick" He inhaled another lungful of smoke and sighed it out. "What's wrong, 
Izzy? Really." 


My mouth screwed up a little and my nose wrinkled. | wasn't going to cry or anything, but | wasn't sure where 


to begin on what was wrong. 


| still hurt. | hurt a lot. Like way more than they told me | should have. | didn't know why | hurt so fucking bad 
when they kept telling me that were giving me good painkillers, but | literally felt like I'd been cut open and | 
could only sit down if | had a mass of pillows to do it on. | was too fucking embarrassed to go get one of those 


fucking doughnut things to sit on and even more so by the thought of lugging it around everywhere. 


| was also stressed because we were going to the studio. The studio | hadn't been back to since discovering | 
was pregnant. The studio with people that | hadn't seen in months. The studio with people that wanted to 
replace me if | didn't pull some magic bunny out of my ass to start this tour while | was being held together 
like Frankenstein's monster. The studio with people that were not only going to be way pissed that Slash and | 
were evidently together, but people that were going to be super fucking nosy about the kids. | didn't have the 
energy to lie to them. | wasn't going to deny that the kids were mine and | knew that Slash was the same. | 


didn't want to out the details, but | was fucking terrified that I'd have to. 


"| don't want to go." | mumbled, reaching for the pack of smokes as Slash held them out to me. "It's gonna be 


awkward as fuck" | fired up a cigarette and tried to let the nicotine take the edge off. 


It might not be, though." Slash said, scratching his chin. He needed to shave. "Maybe they just won't say 
anything and let it be." 


| snorted a laugh. "You and | both know that won't happen. A couple fags in their midst with kids and matching 
rings to boot? Im willing to bet at least one of those fuckwads makes some comment about how unnatural it 


is. 


"Unnatural." Slash scoffed, taking another pull from his cigarette, "Well fuck them. | don't think it's going to be 
an issue, Izzy. And if anyone says anything to you, you send them my way and I'll deal with ‘em. | couldn't help 
but shiver at the growl that tinged his voice. | loved the sort of raw burn in his eyes as he looked me over. | 


felt precious. | felt loved. "Because you're dealing with enough shit, so | don't want you dealing with that, okay?" 


| gave a small smile. 


"Now eat" He said, sounding very firm in his demand. "You need your energy.” 


| frowned again but managed to get down another couple spoonfuls of oatmush between pulls from my 
cigarette. My anxiety lessened a little bit knowing that Slash was prepared to go in, or at least was acting 
prepared. | mean, | was still a nervous wreck, but | wasn't threatening to lose my shit anymore. Slash finished 
his smoke in silence, still standing around outside the car as | finished mine and my oatmeal. He occasionally 
peeked into the back window of the car to make sure that the twins were okay, but for the most part, he was 
watching me or looking off into the street as some of the neighbour's kids ran down toward the bus stop. 


Once I'd finished and was just kind of leaning against the car, | was a bit surprised by Slash sliding closer to me. 
His arm crept around my waist and gently pulled me in, being careful not to upset my tummy or my tailbone. | 
smiled, once again feeling the love emanating from him. It was as alarming as it was warming. He looked at me 


a moment, returning my smile with one of his own. 


"I love you." He said softly, kissing my nose. "Just want you to know that." 


| chuckled softly, leaning down the slight difference between us so | could catch his lips in a sinful and sweet 
kiss. He returned it eagerly, his hands wandering up my torso ever so carefully. He acted like | was made of 
glass or something far more precious and it honestly made my heart ache. | couldn't get over how much | 
loved this man and how quickly the emotions had come. | still couldn't believe he'd proposed either, but | felt 
his fingers carefully trace down my arms and over the bracelets he'd given me to my hands and finally to the 
ring on my left. He traced over it with the pads of his fingers as he kissed me, caressing my skin and the 
metal band surrounding it. The rush through my heart was nearly breathtaking. | couldn't help but sigh as our 
breaths mingled and tongues danced with the other. 


‘| love you." | whispered, gasping as his fingers trailed a little further and smoothed over the shirt covered 


gauze on my stomach. 


He must have felt me flinch, because he looked up with concern flashing over his features. "Does it hurt?" He 


asked. 


"A bit" | mumbled, slowly pulling myself away from him. "Whatever, though. I'll deal.” 


"You always do." He sighed, leaning in and giving me a few more lazy kisses before we pulled away to finally get 


in the car. 


Even in the car though, he didn't keep his hands off me. He left his free hand in my lap the whole drive, 
sometimes giggling whenever | would absently play with his fingers. Darcy and Noah slept right up until we 
went to get out of the car, me accidentally waking them when | hit my head on the roof as | tried to get into 
the backseat without causing myself damage. God | sucked at this. But when | managed to get Darcy out of 
her carseat and into the little sling that Ola had given me things were a little easier. | tucked her in proper and 
looked down with a little smile as she absently sucked at her tiny fist. 


Slash took Noah, holding him the same way | had Darcy and the both of us made slow progress in getting the 
trunk open so we could take everything in. We would have to take two trips, but that was fine by me. After 
having walked through the door | wanted nothing more than to just turn right back around anyway. 


'Izzyl?" Bob, our manager, exclaimed. "Holy fuck, dude l'd thought you'd died! You were all sick and shit before 
you left. What the hell happened? How've you been--?" 


He paused, eyes widening when he caught me ignoring him to coo softly down at Darcy when she started to 
squirm against my chest. This was all new territory to her and her brother, so | guessed that it was going to 


be a little stressful. 


"Who's the unlucky gal?" He asked, grinning. "You finally get shacked? Hitched? Tied down for life?" 


| glared, unable to really help it. A swift "no" was my only response which seemed to make him laugh. 


"Well you haven't changed. We've missed ya, sunshine. Let me know if you need anything for the li'l--" He 
paused, finally noticing Slash. He frowned but finished anyway. "--ones. Shit, you get a double dose or was 


there some freak-ass coincidence?" 


A smirk tugged at my lips as | looked back at Slash. "Double dose." | mused. Slash laughed a little. "Anyway, 


where are we headed with this shit?" 


Bob still looked curiously at the baby strapped to my chest, but otherwise went into instant manager mode. 
"Well the guys are in the break room. So if you wanna bring your stuff in and leave it, I'll get someone to take 
it to the sound room and hook it up." 


| nodded. "Cool. Thanks." 


So we did that, bringing our equipment in and passing it off to some of the sound guys. | didn't recognise any 


of them. It was like 99% of the team got recycled since | was gone. It was really disconcerting. 


| hesitantly poked my head into the break room, the sound of laughter soon going quiet before a cheer rose 


from some of the guys. 


"You made itl" Duff exclaimed, staggering over. | recoiled a fair bit, stunned to find he smelled of alcohol so 
early in the morning. He looked down at the bundle that was strapped to me and grinned wildly, oblivious to my 
reaction "And you made it!" He said excitedly, waggling his finger in front of Darcy's face. "Hiii." He cooed, 
looking up at me quickly before opening the door the rest of the way and letting me and Slash in. 


"We were placing bets on whether you'd show." Matt said from his seat where he was leaning back with his 


arms folded behind his head. He nodded toward Darcy, "You need to lighten your load?" He asked. 


Matt didn't know about the entirety of the situation He knew the kids were mine (though he assumed there 
was a girl involved somewhere), knew Slash and | had a thing, knew that I'd been sliced, diced and broken but 
didn't know how or why. He didn't press for answers though. Never did he try to pressure me. It was pretty 
cool. He was pretty cool. | couldn't stand his drumming sometimes, but | had a pretty mad respect for him as 


a person. 


"Nah." | said, taking the diaperbag that Slash had been carrying. "Just gonna sit down and chill out” Matt nodded 
at my answer and Duff went back to talking with Dizzy, another new guy that | had met briefly over a phone 
call and again like four or five days ago when he tagged along with Axl to visit me. Which, that thought 


reminded me. 


"Where's Axl?" | asked, gently lowering myself onto one of the couches and trying to ignore the childish 
snickers and comments that came from one of the techies. "He did say today, right? You guys aren't just living 


here or some shit?" 


Matt laughed, shaking his head. "No. | can assure you we aren't living here. Well. I'm not. Dizzy's been here 
pretty much round the clock working on his shit, but other than that, no." He paused, tapping his index finger 
against his lip. | gently shifted Darcy's weight and looked over when Slash sat next to me on the couch and 


passed Noah over. 


"He didn't say he wasn't going to show, but he might just be running late. You know, traffic or something." 


| hummed vaguely. Okay. Traffic. That's what we were gonna call it now. 


Axl's lateness was something that had always been there. It wasn't new. He had to get into this certain 
headspace to do things sometimes. | knew he was anxious about performing, despite appearances, and he was 
always striving to do a better show than the last. However. His chronic tardiness was something that was 


usually restricted to concerts and generally only concerts that were going to be really big or really stressful 


He always gave the band 100% of his attention 100% of the time. 


But maybe | was just a bit miffed at his hypocrisy in telling me to show up despite having unmedicated post- 
surgery shit while he's able to not show up because he just didn't feel like it. 


| sighed and turned to nuzzle absently at Darcy's hand as she reached for my hair, a smile touching my lips 
as she gurgled with delight. Noticing his sister's joy, Noah wriggled a bit and reached out to tap her hand with 
his, knocking both tiny fists into my face. Not that | minded, really. | heard Slash laughing next to me and felt 


his fingers stroke absently over mine. | smiled up at him. 


Our little moment was ruined by Dizzy speaking up. My lips pressed tight together as he did. | don't know why 
the guy got on my nerves, but he did. | mean, again, nice enough dude, but he just gave me a weird vibe. 
Maybe it was because he'd been hired around the same time | officially couldn't try to work anymore and he 
had such a similar name to mine. He wasn't a guitarist so | know he wasn't hired to replace me but still. | just 
didn't like him. | was able to be civil enough though, not letting anyone in on my deepest darkest secrets of 


actually being a real asshole. 


"So who is the broad?" He asked, motioning toward the kids. "We're all wondering. Been placing bets on that one 


too. 


| looked anxiously to Duff and he just gave me a wide-eyed look that begged me not to blame him or make him 
any part of it. | assumed that meant he had nothing to do with all these supposed bets. | sighed and Slash took 
the kids so | could lean forward a bit to take some of the pressure off my tailbone. 


"Does it really matter that much?" | asked wearily. 


"Uh, kind of! mean, you disappear for fucking ever and show up outta nowhere with not just one bundle of joy, 


but two? People talk, man Shannon said he'd seen you a while after you disappeared, too. Said you weren't sick 


or anything. Where were you?" 


| clicked my tongue in annoyance and squinted at Matt. He just shrugged. Okay, so both my present band 
members had nothing to do with this. 


| glared at the couple of the tech guys that were snickering to themselves as | tried to get seated 
comfortably. 


"You have a little too much fun there, Stradlin?" They teased, laughing to themselves again 


| blushed and sat up straight, regretting it hardcore but managing to keep the bite in my voice when | said; 
"Shut the fuck up. | fell and cracked my tailbone." 


"Oh sure.. Sure." The guys snickered. "We'll believe you." They whispered to each other for a quick minute. 
"Hey, Slash!" They suddenly spoke up. Slash was able to go without raising too much of a reaction for them, 
though | could tell he heard and was listening. "Go softer on your dear buttbuddy next time. Poor Izzykins isn't 
made to take a black guys cock." 


Furious, | went to get up and give those little shits a piece of what | was thinking. Surprisingly enough, | was 
pulled back down by Slash as Duff stormed over to the two techies, red in the face and more livid than | had 


seen him in a long time. 


"You either escort yourselves out that door or I'll do it for you." He growled, pulling one of the two up by the 
collar of their shirt. "And if you make me do it, you might be gettin a busted ass too. | don't think poor 
techies are made to take the boot of the 6 foot 3 guy." 


The guy blanched, his friend scrambling out from under him and rushing for the door. The techie remaining 


was trying to get away from the bassist, but if anything Duff's grip got tighter. 


"It was just a joke, man! What the hell? Calm down" 


"Just a joke, just a joke" Duff taunted, spitting in the guys face. "Well your joke wasn't fuckin’ funny so how's 
that? You wanna crack gay jokes? Go work for another fuckin’ band that appreciates that shit” 


The recognition that flashed across the guys face kind of startled me. He smirked and pushed Duff back. 


"What, you a fag too?" He sneered. Duff blanched. "Like to take it up the ass, McKagan? Or was it you that 
busted Izzy's?" 


| wasn't even surprised when Duff full on punched the guy in the mouth. They both tumbled down, taking out 
the guys' chair on the way down Sitting on top of the guy, Duff started fucking wailing on him. Matt and Dizzy 
jumped up to tear the two apart, but | got there first. 


"Duff, Duffy, man. You're gonna fuckin’ kill him!" | tugged at his shirt, not actually able to get in and pull him 
away properly with my stomach stapled. Dizzy went around and hauled the guy out from under Duff as Matt 
came and helped me haul the bassist up off the floor. He was scarcely even standing before he whirled around 
and threw his arms around me, crying. Matt and Dizzy escorted the techie out, Slash was trying to stop the 
babies from crying, | was trying to stop Duff from crying, and fucking Bob came running in, pissed as hell 
about what was going on. | just held on to Duff's sobbing form dumbly as our manager started reaming us 
out. Slash was getting visibly distressed as the racket and excitement continued to irritate the babies. | rubbed 
Duff's back, breathing hard as the frustration started to get to me. Slash had to leave the room with the 
kids, trying everything to calm them down. | blocked Bob out and quietly shushed Duff until he was just 
sniffling into my shoulder and mumbling incoherently. | guess figuring that he wouldn't get anything from us, 
Bob left, though he was still obviously pissed as he did. | sighed as | was left alone with Duff, he was still 


sniffling and snorting against my shirt. | started to rub circles over his back 


"Shh." | whispered, "Shhh... Take it easy. It's okay." He choked on another small sob and my one hand went to 
his head to start stroking his hair. It felt thin and patchy and | had to close my eyes and try not to grimace. 
Its okay, Duff. What's the matter? What the hell was that?" 


He took a shuddering breath through his mouth, seeming to have difficulties breathing through his nose. "He 
sounded like Axl." He said in such a small voice it honestly broke my heart. "Axl's been saying a lot of shit like 


that." He whimpered and nuzzled awkwardly at my shoulder. | started to get scared | was going to pull his hair 
out just touching it, but | didn't stop. He seemed to like it and it seemed to keep him coherent. "Coming on to 
me and touching me but then he's saying these awful goddamn things while he does it" A fresh set of tears 
stung Duff's eyes. "He'll call me a fag and laugh at me for liking it.. He.. We haven't had sex in weeks.. The last 
time we did.. He.." 


A sob escaped him and | had to pull him down and resume shushing him. His whole body shook against me. | 
peeked over when | heard someone come back, my lips forming a tight line when | saw it was Slash back with 


the kids. He gave me a worried look, | gave a thin smile, moving my hand back to Duff's back. 


"Shushhshh.. You don't have to tell me." 


"But!" Duff's nails dug into my arms and | winced. Ow.. Okay. "Izzy, you don't understand." He cried, "The last 
time we actually did anything... He.. He fucking made me bleed. Not like... A little kinky. He actively made me bleed. 
He didn't prep me enough." His face was red with the embarrassment of admitting that, | just looked up at him 
with wide eyes. "He made me bleed and the things he said.. I've never felt more ashamed" He caught himself 
before sobbing again. "He.. He kept calling me these other names.. Kept comparing me to girls he's been sleeping 
with.. He.. He kept telling me that nobody liked guys that cried" He bit back more tears, squeezing his eyes 
shut and wetting his lips. "When he couldn't get off on fucking me because there was no lube, he fucking... He 
skull fucked me, | swear to god. | thought | was going to die. | almost choked for real. Oh god.. Izzy.. You don't 
understand. Why the fuck is he doing this? Doesn't he love me anymore? Did he ever fucking love me?! We 
were talking about fucking adoption We were talking about having kids too." He sobbed, actively breaking down 


and crying once again "Why doesn't he love me anymore?" 


| was going to fucking cry. Oh my god. | hadn't known any of this was going on Every time Duff and Axl had 
been over they had acted fairly normal. | mean, in hindsight there had been subtle changes in their dynamic, 
but for the most part they were still as touchy-cuddly and sickeningly in love as they were six or seven 
months ago. But | would imagine that was part of Axl's ploy.. Whatever the fuck it was. 


| threw my arms around the bassist once again He felt warm and bloated against me, and that broke my 
goddamn heart, but he seemed to appreciate the tender care | gave him, even if it was just to make him stop 
crying. It took him a few minutes, but | soon felt Slash around Duff's other side. | looked over to see the kids 


in their carseat which Slash must have brought in. They were back to sleep. 


Slash peppered a couple comforting kisses over the side of Duff's head, earring a surprised noise, but no 


complaint. | pressed my chin into his shoulder. 


‘Its okay, Duffy." Slash said softly, his smooth voice far more soothing than mine could ever hope to be. 


"We're here for you." 


| felt his tears soaking my shirt again 


"We're here for you... 


"We love you, man" 


Axl had never shown up to rehearsal, so | ended up showing the rest of the guys some of the songs from my 
book before we all collectively decided to go home for the rest of the day. Duff ended up coming home with 
me and Slash after we'd offered. | mean, it was a small gesture, but | really didn't wanna leave him alone after 
what had happened that day. It was hard enough getting through shit without actively revisiting it and tearing 
open the wounds when alone. Plus, I'm sure that if we'd let him go home he would have just gone and sat 


himself in some bar and drank himself into a fucking coma. 


| climbed into the backseat with the kids and let Duff take the front. Both Darcy and Noah were awake, Darcy 
stretching out and yawning and Noah puckering his lips and seeming to fight against being gently strapped into 
his carseat. | laughed softly, lavishing both of them with attention Fuck | loved them. Even if they caused me 
significant pain, | loved them with all my goddamn heart. 


Slash kept looking back at me in the centre mirror. | kept peeking forward at him and giving him little smiles. 
No doubt, Duff felt a bit like the third wheel, but he didn't complain. He just kinda stared mutely out the 


window. 


"Gonna stop at the store on the way home." Slash said, breaking the silence. "What do you wanna grab for 


supper?" 


Duff shrugged. "Don't matter. | haven't really been eating.. Can we stop at the liquor store if we're stopping 


anyway?" 


| frowned at that, "We've got some beer at home." | said, earning a disgruntled mumble. "But to be honest with 
you, Duff, drinking just ain't gonna happen at our place." | paused, looking back at the kids. "Not drinking like that 


anyway." 


‘Its okay." He said, sounding like I'd fucking kicked him in the stomach instead of told him he couldn't drink. He 
was worse than Slash with the guilt tripping bullshit. | guess it was an age thing, even if the difference was 
only a couple years. "I get it. Its fine.. Should probably be slowing down anyway.’ 


He didn't sound like he wanted to slow down. 


| wet my lips and dragged the subject back to a potential meal. 


"If you wanna stop at the butcher's | can grab something to do on the barbecue?" | suggested, leaning forward 


to gauge reactions. Slash seemed all for it even though Duff really gave no reaction 


"Sure." He deadpanned. 


"Duff?" 


He hummed a response. 


"What do you want?" 


He sighed, "Tacos would be cool." He mumbled, going back to staring out the window. 


| smiled, patting his arm. "Then we'll do tacos." | leaned back in my seat and adjusted the pillow from under my 
butt, my hand absently resting on my stomach as | got comfortable. My fingers played with what edges of 
the gauze | could feel through my shirt. Slash was looking at me in the rearview, and | knew the look he was 
giving me translated to "stop fucking picking at it or I'll cut your goddamn fingers off" but | couldn't. 
Underneath all the gauze, it still hurt. It hurt in places that shouldn't have hurt, places you don't normally feel 
at all. It hurt on the inside. The second incision Picking at the gauze kept me from full on rubbing or scratching 
or otherwise doing anything to upset the healing surgery scars. 


| wished my medication would work, | wished normal painkillers would work. I'd tried taking plain old Advil and it 
was a huge no go. I'd probably downed three or four of the pills to find it didn't work and that | didn't wanna 

fuck up and OD on fucking Ibuprofen, like how sad would that be? "Yeah, | abused heroin for like three years 

but ended up dying because | took a fucking Advil’. Great. 


We got to the store and | went in to get whatever we needed to make tacos for supper. Slash stayed in the 
car with the kids and Duff came in with me, looking absolutely miserable as he stared at the flatbread. | pat 


his arm and drew his attention to me instead. 


"What's up?" 


He shrugged, "Wondering if Axl's even gonna notice I'm gone tonight.. Or if he'll care." 


| sighed softly. "I'm sure he'll care." 


Duff snorted, "| doubt it. He hasn't cared that | started smoking H. He hasn't cared about anything. He just.. He 
just ignores me." The pain in his voice was getting to me, and it actually hurt to hear him admit to starting 
heroin He was so adamantly against the drug and had been for so long.. The fact that he'd started was 
obviously a testament to how shitty things actually were. "Coke, H or fucking vodka, he ignores me. Nothing | 
do will make it stop hurting." He looked ready to cry, but he wouldn't let himself do it in the middle of the 
store. He was too proud for that. "| want to die." He finally said, taking a shaky breath. “Everything hurts. I'm 


just.. l'm not good enough anymore and | wanna fucking die.” 


"Well you keep at the H, you will" | muttered, grabbing a bag of flatbread and throwing it in the basket. "Man, 
its gonna get better. Just.. | know you thought Axl was the one and all, but | promise you, you'll find someone 
better. He's not cut out for long-run relationships, as much as he might claim to be. He's not worth pissing 


yourself away for. He's obviously got some other shit going on" 


We moved down the aisle, Duff digesting all of what I'd said. | felt like a dick, but | mean.. | had no idea what 
else to say. I'd never had anyone say that kind of shit to me. 


"I just wish he'd let me in." He said quietly, stopping alongside me once again as | grabbed a block of cheese 
from the fridge and threw it in the basket as well. "We had been doing so well... It all came out of nowhere.." 


"| know, man, | know.." | set the basket down and turned around to face him. He looked down at me and | saw 
the tears barely clinging to his eyelashes. "Duff. |." | gave him a quick look over, aching from even just that. 
He looked fucking terrible. | closed my eyes a minute and tried to collect my thoughts, | took his hand and 
clapped it between both of mine. He looked confused, but | still looked up at him as | spoke. "I know it's hard, 
okay? But I'm telling you from the bottom of my heart that | really don't think the grocery store is the best 
place to have this conversation" He laughed dryly and my lips quirked into a brief smile. "lm also gonna tell you 
that you're welcome to stay with me and Slash as long as you need to. It's the least /can do for you since 
you took care of me before.. Before Slash and | got settled" He blinked back his tears, already knowing what 
the next part was going to be. "But | really do think that you should consider letting what you had with Axl die. 
If this is the way he's making you feel and this is the shit he's doing to you, | really, genuinely do think that 
you need to get your foot out of the door and get your ass out of that situation, no pun intended." 


Taking his free hand, Duff wiped his eyes and nodded, his lips pouting a bit as he fought against more tears. 


"And if you feel ready to get off the drugs, I'll fucking support you, even if no one else will” 


He shook his head, swallowing thickly. "I'm not ready for that." He said quietly. “But thank you." 


| nodded, patting his hand and leaning up to give him a little kiss on the forehead. He snorted awkwardly against 
his tears. "If that's the case, then at least make sure you do your shit outside and clean up after yourself. | 


don't want it anywhere near my kids, okay?" 


He nodded again, rubbing at his eyes and making that weird sniffling noise again. "You've turned into such a 
fucking softy, Stradlin" He mumbled, | smiled weakly. "But okay.. Yeah. I'm not gonna do anything to jeopardize 
the little ones." 


"Good. Are we settled then?" 


He sniffled and nodded. | let go of his hand and he looked over at the basket of groceries. "Yeah, we're settled." 


Chemical Prisoner 


Author's Notes: 
Bit of a hard chapter for me to write but | did it! The soundtrack for this chapter is THIS SONG. 


Duff was a fucking basketcase. | couldn't even try to make it sound nicer. Whatever it was that Axl had done 
to him had driven him fucking mad. Currently, he sat at the table with us and the kids as Slash and | tried to 
get them to stop drooling all their formula all over the damn place. Like, okay, it was cute that they kept 
smiling at us, but holy shit. Timing. But Duff was just absently staring at his food like he didn't know what the 
fuck it was. It was kind of scary, to be honest. | mean, I've seen people shoot too much shit and go catatonic, 
but this was something else entirely. It was like there was something deep inside him that was broken and | 


think the only way he'd kept it going was by waterwheel of booze. 


| felt bad. Like really really bad. But there was nothing | could do beyond try to give him a smile when he'd 
occasionally flick his gaze over to me and Darcy. He wouldn't smile back, but would rather stare at Darcy with 
some fucked up sort of wistful look. Shit. He must have been serious when he said that him and Axl were 
considering adoption | know that they had offered to take the kids when I'd been initially considering getting rid 
of them, but they hadn't exactly been hurt when I'd come forward and said | was keeping them. 


"You not hungry, man?" Slash asked, looking over as he pulled over the other chair that had the kids' seat in it. 
He lay Noah on his back before he set about trying to get some of his own supper into him. "You haven't 
touched a damn thing." 


Duff just looked away, pushing his plate forward a bit. "Like | said, | haven't really been eating lately." 


Slash and | exchanged worried looks. | went back to coddling Darcy and Slash picked at his plate. | winced a little 


at a stinging in my stomach, but otherwise tried to mind my own business. 


"l." Duff spoke hesitantly before sighing. "I'm just gonna go to bed.. Thanks for everything though." He got up 
with a screech of his chair and left. 


Slash sighed and scrubbed at his face with his hand, rubbing his chin as he stared off across the room. 
"This is fucked up." He finally said. 


| sighed and nodded as | set Darcy in her seat next to her brother, trying not to make a sound when the pain 


bit back with a vengeance. 


"It is fucked up." | agreed, hand going to my stomach as | sat back in my chair and tried again not to verbalize 


my complaints about hurting. 


Slash gave me a suspicious look | looked away. 

"You gonna let me look at you yet?" 

"Duffs more important right now." | said somewhat irritably. 
"Izzy. 

"Slash." 


"For fuck's sake, Izzy. You're in fucking pain. You might feel like you gotta bite the bullet and take one for the 
team for the other guys’ sakes, but don't fucking pretend around me." 


| finally looked back up at him. The words were harsh, but the worry in his tone was evident and readily 


confirmed by the look on his face. 
"Let me look" He said softly, leaning forward. 


| sighed, but submit. | let him pet my hair before he took my shirt off and peeled the gauze and other 


bandages back. He kept the same neutral expression of concern until he got all of it off He frowned. 
"Yeah" 

"What?" | asked, starting to feel the pain sinking into my ass from leaning back God this fucking sucked. 
"It looks really red, baby.. You should probably get a doctor to-~" 


"Slash, it's fine. I'll just fucking clean it myself. We don't have to go to the hospital. It's probably just inflamed 


because none of the fuckin’ drugs are doing what they're supposed to." 


He gave me a dubious look before looking back to my stomach. He trailed his finger gently above the wound. | 


squirmed a little, grimacing in my discomfort. 
"Babe.. | need to get up." 


Slash sighed but he did let me out of my chair so | could alleviate the pressure off my tailbone. He watched 


me wander the kitchen and put some stuff away before | came back to my seat and gingerly sat back down 


"There's like a full pot of taco meat left" | said, pulling myself back into the table and poking at my plate. "Help 


yourself to more. It'll go bad otherwise.’ 


Slash chuckled as he shuffled in next to me. "You sure about that?" 


“There's just the two of us plus Duff if he ever decides he wants to join us. What do you wanna do, eat tacos 


every damn night?" 

"Every night, every morning, every lunch, every snack. Tacos all day, every day, til it's gone." He smirked. 
| looked back at him, not able to properly suppress my smile. "Stop being a jackass." 

He responded with a swift "no" and a kiss to my nose. 

"| love you." | said softly, stealing a quick and proper kiss. 


"Love you too." He hummed, tucking into his remaining tacos. "Do you wanna take a shower after supper then? 


Ill help you clean that all up and I'll give you a nice massage and everything." 
| smiled, unable to help it. | could never help but smile when it came to him. 
"You're too good to me, baby, but we should probably check on Duff before we get ahead of ourselves." 


Slash sighed, but agreed. So we made small talk until we'd finished eating and went to put the babies to bed 
before checking on our bassist. Against what we thought, we found him sleeping. Slash lead me to the 
bathroom, not wanting to keep his hands off me. | had to laugh. It wasn't at all sexual, it was just tender 
touches, sweet kisses to the back of my neck and gentle hands kneading tight muscles. 


In the bathroom, he shut the door behind us and pressed me up against it for a long, long kiss. My lungs 
burned from the lack of oxygen, but God if it wasn't the most beautiful fucking thing. He pulled his shirt over 
his head and | had to take the moment to admire him. Since he'd quit the booze and other things, he'd dropped 
a lot of the booze weight.. Not that he'd been especially big, but now | was able to run my hands up the taut 
muscles of his stomach and to a distinctive collarbone before moving down strong arms. My hands smoothed 


down his back and | pulled him in for another kiss. 


"| can't believe how beautiful you are.." | said quietly, burrowing into the crook of his neck and nuzzling at his 


hair. 
| could feel him blushing and kissed at his heated skin. 


"I'm not much." He said softly, his hands stroking down my back like | was a kitten. " Youre gorgeous, baby.. And 


you're so fuckin’ brave and so strong. Stubborn as a fuckin’ ox, but strong.” 


Chuckling, | let him lead me to the tub. Sitting on the edge, he started the water and waited for it to warm up, 
tugging me closer by the belt loops of my pants. He kissed my stomach reverently and undid the button | just 
smiled down at him, threading my hands through his hair. 


We both looked back at the door when we heard crying. | sighed and went to pull away but almost immediately 
| heard Duff from the other room. 


"| got it, man, take your bath or whatever." 
| relaxed once again. "Thanks, Duff” 


"No problem." He said back, knocking the bathroom door as he passed it to get to the kids’ room. 


| trusted Duff with the kids. Even if he was possibly at risk of driving himself mad with his sadness and hurt, 
he was fucking amazing with babies. | mean, he came from a huge family and had been an uncle since he was 

young, so | guess that was where it came from, but really. It was still pretty cool how good he was and how 

much he enjoyed looking after them when he did. 


Slash tugged me back to him again, letting me stand between his parted thighs. 

"So when we get married." He said, eliminating the ‘if and warming my heart. We couldn't legally do anything 
more than be together in the same house, but God.. His certainty warmed me right down to my toes. "When 
we get married, who's gonna get whose name?" 

| smiled, leaning down with some effort to steal a kiss. 

‘| want your name." | said softly. "Jeffery Hudson has a better ring to it than anything Isbell." 


He laughed at that, petting my sides and tugging gently at my pants. "You sure? What if | wanted your name?" 


"You don't and | know you don't" | laughed, wriggling a little as he finally pulled my pants down my thighs. 
"Besides, ain't it tradition or whatever that the proposee takes the proposer's last name?" 


"Yeah, but that's guy to girl. You're my boyfriend, baby. | wanted to ask." 


| smiled, kissing him again as | stepped out of my pants. "Not your boyfriend” | mumbled, drawing his tongue 


into my mouth and earning a pleased sigh. "We're engaged now. It's fiancé to you." 


A small noise escaped him as | pulled him up to me. More pleased sighs and sounds were drawn from his 
beautiful mouth as | started to unbutton his jeans and undo his zip. | smirked when | found him half hard, but 
didn't try to tease him at all. It had been a long long few weeks since we had done anything in that respect. | 
felt bad that he'd had to make friends with his hand, but | couldn't do anything about it. Or rather, he never 
let me do anything about it and the other times I'd be interrupted by a couple of needy babies. It was 


frustrating, but necessary, | guess. 


| pulled Slash's jeans down to his ankles and eventually all the way off as he lifted his legs. Pulling him to his 
feet, | rest my hands on his hips and kissed him until we finally got into the shower. Getting under the warm 


spray, it was like we rediscovered each other. Our kisses never ceased, our touches lingering and our breaths 


mingling. | panted softly as | kept as close to him as | physically could without pressing my wound into him. 
‘Izzy... He purred, biting at my neck. "God, | missed you." 


| titted my head and tried to keep my breath under control as he nibbled a trail up to my ear. It had only been 
a couple weeks, and | guess in reality, some people went longer than that without having sex, but fuck Going 
from free sex all the time to some sex to free sex to no sex to some sex and back to no sex had given me 


such a case of fucking blue balls it wasn’t even funny. | could only imagine how Slash felt. 


Our lips met again, this time with teeth splitting the sensitive flesh. | groaned softly at the taste of blood and 
the sharp sting of having split my lip, but didn't complain by any means. Slash growled softly, his body aching 
to meet mine. We couldn't actually fuck, no matter how fucking much | wanted to feel him. It would either 
damage my wound or irritate my fracture to actually do the do. But honestly, even just jacking each other off 
would have been fucking great. 


"Izzy." He breathed, touching himself as his other hand roamed over my body. 


"Slash." | mimicked, catching his lips again as | began to stroke myself similarly to how he was touching 
himself. 


"I want you so fucking bad" He whined, hand moving from his hardened flesh to join mine. | choked on a moan, 


tilting my head back and trying not to let my eyes roll back into my head as the pleasure hit me. 
"l. | want you too" | whispered, shivering despite the warmth of the water. 


"When this is all over, baby, and you're all better, | hope you know that l'm going to fuck you within an inch of 
your life." My hips stuttered at that, my breath hitching. "And we'll go over and over and over again to make 


up for lost time." 


| groaned and almost gave into him completely. But when | realized that he was still standing at full attention 
with no attention, | quickly went to it and started stroking him. My thumb rubbed over the head, smoothing in 
the precum that dribbled from the tip. He sighed again in pleasure, legs spreading a little. 


‘Or if we could be sure it wouldn't hurt you, I'd let you fuck me until you're better." He sighed, meeting my 
gaze with half-lidded eyes. 


"What, not after I'm better?" | teased, bringing my other hand around to play with his ass as we talked about 
it. 


"You and | both know you love getting fucked way too much, you whore." He teased biting playfully at my lip 


and earning a small moan. 


"And you know this how?" 


"You're a fuckin’ pussycat, Stradlin. You can deny it all you want, but ever since we started fucking around, 
you've always submit to me. Every single time. Sometimes even begging for it. Admit it, you're a desperate 


needy bitch that needs to get fucked good to get put back in place." 
| hummed, wriggling as he let off some of the attention to my cock to draw out the pleasure. 


"No.." | purred, "I know my place. And my place is right under you. You make me feel good, whether you're 
fucking me or just fuckin’ talking to me." 


It was true. I'd never really liked giving up control until we'd started whatever we were doing. First time he'd 
fucked me I'd had the control taken away by the booze we'd both consumed. Second time around, he took the 
control from me by pinning me against the dresser and demanding that | spread for him and | did. | couldn't 
even try to deny it. Obviously the way we went about it would have to change with the whole ‘I can get 
pregnant thing, but | wanted him to top me. | wanted it and | liked it. And | wasn't afraid to admit that. The 
things he did to me melted me from the inside out and | didn't want it to stop. 


Another thing | didn't want to stop? That fucking thing he was doing with his thumb. Holy shit. | moaned softly, 
trembling as | tried not to blow my load. | didn't want to cum first. | always came first. | lightly brought my 
fingers up the underside of his cock, tracing the thick vein there as the fingers of my other hand traced his 
entrance. He grunted a bit, pushing back. Slowly, | breached him, putting my finger in to the first knuckle and 
then the second. He made another low sound in his throat. 


"That okay?" | asked, looking him over for any signs of discomfort. He had his eyes squeezed shut and his head 
hanging slightly. 


‘It's... Hs fine." He mumbled, trying to hide in my shoulder. 


| nudged his head with mine. "If it's not okay you have to tell me, baby. It's supposed to feel good, not be an 
obligation" 


"Just keep going." He mumbled, mouthing at my wet skin. "It just feels weird" 
| kissed the side of his head and waited a moment before continuing, my hand still slowly pumping his cock and 
urging it to stay hard as | slowly moved my finger. Curling it a bit, | searched for something. | had no idea how 


the fuck to find it on another guy, but whenever Slash found it in me.. God.. | had started actively search it 


out in my own private explorations because of how fucking great it was. 
"Ah!" 


Fourd it. 


| tried not to look up at him with such a shit-eating grin, but honestly, seeing the blissed out look on his face 
as | started at that spot.. It was hard not to be smug. 


| kept nudging it, occasionally rubbing it for a long few seconds before backing off a litle. | massaged it gently 
with the tip of my finger, not wanting to be too rough. 


"l-izzy.! Izzy, stop that. Ah.." His face skewed up, caught between moving into my touch and wanting it to stop. 
"Jesus, I'm gonna piss myself! Knock it off" 


| stroked over the gland again and giggled when he moaned. 
"You're not gonna piss. Chill out and ride it out. Trust me." 
"Izzy..." 


"Trust me." | hissed, prodding more sharply at the spot and giving a quick twist of my fist around his cock. He 
cried out, breath coming harshly. 


"Fuck, Izzy..." 

| continued rubbing at the spot and stroking his length, pleased with the noises that came from him and also 
the way his hips moved into my touches. His brow was furrowed and his mouth turned down, body tight as he 
tried to hold back. 

"You have to let go, baby." 

‘lm gonna fuckin’ piss all over you if | do that." He grumbled. 

"No you aren't, baby, please.. Please." | kissed at his stomach as | got down on my knees. Removing my hand 
from him, | replaced it with my mouth, sucking lightly at the head of his cock. "Relax.. Trust me.. Please baby. 
Let go." 

He closed his eyes, groaning in frustration. | flattened my tongue along the bottom of his shaft and took more 
of him into my mouth, humming in satisfaction when | finally felt that he was starting to lose the battle. | 
reached my free hand down to fondle his balls and smiled around him when he groaned and finally released. His 
hips rocked into my mouth and his hands went up to hide his face. Swallowing down his cum, | gave him one 
final lick before | stood up. He peeked at me from between his fingers. | just grinned. 

"Fuck you." He groused. 


"Well that's no way To say thank you.” 


"Fuck you." He repeated, though | could see him smiling. 


"God, don't you know how to say anything else?" | teased, nuzzling into his neck and nibbling at the soft skin 


He sighed contentedly and gently ran his hands down my back. He kissed the side of my head as his hands 


roamed forward to find my still raging erection | purred as he stroked me to my finish. 


"How's that for a thank you?" He teased, rinsing his hand under the spray of water and reaching to grab some 


soap so we could actually shower. 
"Much appreciated, baby." | said softly, humming softly as he washed me. 


The soap stung my stomach a bit, but the tender loving care that Slash put into his touches helped keep my 
mind off it. When he was done washing my body, he picked up the bottle of shampoo and squeezed a generous 
amount right onto my head. | laughed a little as he started to lather it in, letting my eyes slip shut as he 


massaged my scalp. 


| rinsed myself off as he soaped himself up, unable to tear my gaze away as he did it. | really was in complete 
awe of him. Never before any of this had happened would | have seen myself falling so hard for him. | still 


couldn't believe it sometimes. He was beautiful. Fucking beautiful inside and out. 


A little while later, once we'd finished showering and drying off and checking on the babies to find Duff had 
gotten them back to sleep, we went to bed. Slash kept his arm around me and a leg thrown over my hips as 


he fell asleep. The warmth comforted me and slowly lulled me to my own rest despite my discomfort. 


| woke up again only about an hour later. Slash had rolled over to the other side of the bed and my throat felt 
dry as all hell. | sighed as | pulled myself out of bed and took out my mouthguard. Rubbing my jaw a bit as | 
padded out to the kids' room to check them before going to the kitchen, | tried to squash the weird feeling in 
the back of my mind. It was like three in the morning and the kids were still fine. | went down the hall and 
paused when | saw a light on in the kitchen. That was weird. 


| crept the rest of the way over, being mindful of some of the creaky floorboards. | paused in the opening into 
the room, eyes going wide at the sight that met me. Duff sat at the kitchen table, a tourniquet around his 
arm and a needle drawing liquid from a spoon in hand. My breathing hitched and | took a step back onto one of 
the creaky boards. Duff's gaze snapped to me, but instead of looking surprised, he just looked sad. | swallowed 
thickly, trying not to look at the needle in his hand. 


"Couldn't sleep." He said weakly, bringing the syringe up to check for bubbles. 


"That's.. That's okay." | said, beelining for the sink so | could grab a glass and fill it with water. 


The tension was tangible. 

"So um.. When did you start shooting up?" | asked between sips of my water, trying to be as casual as | could 
about him using the drug he not only hated but the drug that | had used and been clean of for several 
months. My mouth watered despite myself. | took another big swig of water. 

Duff shrugged, seeming real nonchalant as he thumbed his forearm and looked for a vein. He loosened the 
tourniquet. "A couple months back. Don't use real often, just." He slid the needle in. My eyes widened and my 
breathing picked up yet again. God damn it. ".Sometimes need to kill the pain" He pushed down on the plunger 
and sighed. "And get some help sleeping.. Haven't been doing a lot of that lately.’ 

He pulled the syringe away and broke the needle off to put it into the plastic tube. | licked my lips as he set it 
down and went about cleaning up his shit -- including the couple little bundles of H that sat around. | became 
acutely aware of the pain in my abdomen once again and had to slow down my drinking. | stared hard at the 
floor. 

"Dude, do you want some or something?" Duff asked. 

| know he wasn't asking to be a dick. He knew | was clean.. But he also knew about the pain And he also knew 
that | was staring at him and his drugs with the intensity of a starved man-- or an ex-junkie that's been put 
in front of a smorgasbord of heroin 

| swallowed dryly. "That's a really stupid question, man, but | can't." 


| could practically feel my addiction personifying inside me. 


Can't?! You cant?! What the fuck is wrong with you? Look at that stash! It's that China White shit! The good shit! 


Come ooooon, one little midnight snack shot ain't gonna ruin things. 
| tried to squish the little voice but it was quickly manifesting itself into something ugly. 
"| cant" | repeated, finally tearing my gaze down to the floor. 


"IFs okay. | just thought I'd ask" Duff said, his words slurring slightly, eyes heavy with sleep. "I'm gonna go 
back to bed r' shit.. Uh, have a good night." 


| gave him a tight smile. "Night, man." 


He gave a little wave as he left the room, all his gear tucked into his arm. | watched after him until the rising 


wave of anger hit me. With a snarl curling my lips, | wrenched around and threw my glass at the wall 


"God damn it!" | hissed, completing the turn around by gripping the counter until my knuckles went white. 


My breath came on sharp pants, my vision swimming with the pain that washed over me. Still breathing oddly, 
| touched my stomach. | wasn't really surprised when | felt a warmth spotting through the gauze and through 
my shirt. If Duff heard the commotion, he didn't turn around to check it out. Instead | heard a rush of 
footsteps thudding down the hall before hearing a confused: 


"What the fuck happened?" 
| stared at the counter, refusing to acknowledge my fiancé. He took a hesitant step forward 

"Izzy? Baby? Are you--" He stopped, giving me a quick look over. "You're bleeding. What the hell did you do?" 
He was on me in moments, inspecting and prodding at my wound. | still refused fo look up, even when he 
determined that | hadn't torn any staples, but had reopened a little part of the incision He went about cleaning 


it up, letting me remain standing there in silence. | wasn't in the mood to talk, and | think he understood that. 


He pressed his lips to my forehead when he stood up, pushing my hair back to bare it and continuing to thread 
his hands through dark locks as he did. 


"Are you okay?" 

"Fine." 

He sighed. "You don't feel any pain anywhere else?" 

| shook my head. "No." 

| knew | was hurting him and | felt extremely guilty and bad about it, but | just couldn't get over the 
frustration | was feeling. | was mad at myself. The Addict was mad. | was mad at the Addict. | could have 
fucking used again. It would have been so fucking easy and | know that Duff wouldn't have fucking said anything. 


| could have shot up, went to bed, and went along my way. No one would have been the wiser. 


But then, | thought, there were the kids. | couldn't just start doing that shit again while knowing that my babies 
were in the other room and able to wake up at a moment's notice looking for their daddy. | knew, logically, that 


they wouldn't have known the difference between me being high or sober, but it was the ethics of it. 


| scrubbed stubbornly at my face when | felt my eyes well up with tears. Slash sighed softly and put his arm 
around my shoulders to pull me down into his chest. | cried softly and nuzzled into his bare chest. | was so 
fucking frustrated. It had been almost a year. Why couldn't | get over this goddamn fixation? Why couldn't | 
stop thinking about using fucking heroin? Why did this keep coming back to bite me in the ass? 


“Shhh... Sh.. It's okay, baby.. Let it out.." Slash murmured against my hair. "Let it out, its okay, I've got you." 


He had no idea what the fuck was wrong with me, but still he tried to comfort. Oh God. | think | was crying 
about that now. | was just so overwhelmed with everything. The pain. The cravings. The lack of sleep. The 
stress from the thought of having to throw myself back into working with this bullshit of being stapled shut. 
The doctors being complete assholes and not giving me medication The doctors being complete assholes about 
my past drug use and questioning my motives behind wanting medication The doctors not understanding that | 
had abused Opiods and other illegal substances and that a fucking Advil wasn't gonna help me at all. That my 


pain tolerance was fucked. That | literally felt, sometimes, that | could die from the pain | was in 


"Baby? You wanna go ahead back to bed?" Slash asked, breaking me from my thoughts. "I'll clean up out here 
and be in" 


| nodded slowly, moving sluggishly out of his embrace. | don't know what the hell was wrong with me, but | was 


exhausted. | guess the stress was catching up to me. 

"Yeah." | murmured, rubbing at my eyes and looking off to the side. 

Slash looked me over, biting at his lower lip. "Or | could just take you to bed and deal with that in the morning.” 
He said, stroking my side comfortingly. "Come on, babe." He gave me a kiss before sweeping me off my feet. 
Literally. | gasped as he picked me up and cradled me close as he took me down the hall. 

| blushed and burrowed into his neck, holding on for dear life and trying not to start crying again. | didn't 
deserve this. He took me to our room and lay me in our bed, crawling in after me and pulling me close once 
again | smothered my face into his shoulder, unable to look up at him. 


"Love you." He mumbled, petting my hair and kissing whatever he could reach. 


"I love you too.." | said weakly, nosing at his skin and sighing happily as he comforted me back to sleep. 


Upon waking | found myself completely tangled with my lover. His arms were still securely around me and he 
snored softly. | sighed and let my head rest on his chest again, listening easily to his slow and steady 
heartbeat. My fingers ghosted over the stubble on his chin as my gaze trailed up and down his face. | wasn't 
really surprised when | heard a shift in his breathing and felt him move to look down at me through half- 
lidded eyes. 

"Morning" | said softly, leaning up to kiss his lips. 

‘Morning, baby.. You feeling better this morning?" 

| nodded against him, snuggling back into his chest. | winced at a little bit of pain, but readjusted soon enough. 


"Yeah." 


"You wanna talk about what happened last night?" 

"No 

"Okay, babe.. That's fine.. Are you still bleeding? Sore or anything?" 

"Not bleeding. Still sore.” | mumbled, wriggling up his body and nuzzling into his neck. "Will be okay though." 


Slash gave me a long, long look, but soon moved on. | sighed when | heard crying from the other room, slowly 
peeling myself away from my fiancé so | could go and get our babies so we could officially start our day. The 
start of the day, sadly, involved diapers. | almost sobbed as | brought each baby up to the change table and 
changed them. If anyone ever asked me if there was one thing | didn’t like about having kids, it was that: 
Changing diapers. 


| took off my bandages once |'d finished, wanting to give the wound a chance to air out. Bringing both Darcy 
and Noah out to the kitchen | tried to comfort them as best | could, kissing the tops of their heads and 
quietly shushing them as | tried to get their formula ready with one hand. Duff was out before Slash was, 
sitting awkwardly at the table and watching me with sleepy eyes and a mild amazement. 


"How the hell do you do that?" He asked, "And without coffee and everything?" 


| shrugged, nuzzling at Darcy's hair when she made a couple noises. Slash came out finally and | passed the 
babies off so | could finish up mixing and warming the bottles. 


"Dunno. Magic to be honest." 


"Well it's pretty hardcore. Especially with the gnarly slice. Lemme look at that..?" | turned around as | ran the 
water and waited for it to warm up, giving Duff an unamused look as | pulled my boxers down enough to 
further highlight the wound. "Rock r Roll, man" Duff mused, giving me cause to roll my eyes and suppress a 
smirk. | was honestly just glad to see that he wasn't as depressed any more. It was still visible in his eyes, but 


he wasn't staring off into nowhere like a fucking zombie, so that was progress. 


"Yeah, real rock n roll." | mused, turning back around and adjusting the temp of the tap. "Babies galore and 
surgery." | flashed the devil horns and earned a loud laugh from the bassist. 


Coming back over to Slash with the bottles, | took Noah and let him take one of the bottles for Darcy. As we 
sat at the table to feed them or see if either of them were hungry, Duff got up and put on coffee for us all. 
With the rich smell rising through the room and the warmth of my son against me as | held the bottle near 
to his mouth, | couldn't help but feel a little shell-shocked with the domesticity of it all and just how 
comfortable it was. I'd never really seen myself as the type to settle down or get comfortable in one spot for 


too long, but now that it was happening, | couldn't see it any other way. 


| choked on a small laugh when Noah's head turned into my chest, a slight blush coming to my face despite 
myself. | gently urged him back to the bottle and looked up when a mug was set down on the table in front of 
me. Duff smiled a bit before continuing on his way. | managed a weak smile back. 


"So do we have to go to the studio today?" | asked after we'd all settled down 
Duff shook his head and sighed, "Not today. Tomorrow though." 


"Are we actually, or are you saying that to play hookie?" 


Duff shot Slash a dirty look for that. "| mean it. Axl canceled practice because he's got some big thing he's got 
going on today." 


"Of course he did" | muttered, blowing my bangs out of my face and glancing over my shoulder as | held Noah 
there and gently rubbed his back. "I love how he can call off practice for Ais shit, but | can't. | know I've missed 


so much already, but." | trailed off, realizing that my bitter tone was making Noah uncomfortable. 


Really though, it pissed me off. All of this, no matter how much | was loving it now, was an accident. The twins 
were an accident. Slash and | were an accident. A beautiful accident | wouldn't trade for the goddamn world, but 
an accident all the same. | was in significant amounts of pain, unmedicated, trying to learn how to properly take 
care of two infants on the first try of fatherhood, and apparently fighting huge urges to sink back into drug 
use.. But God forbid | should want to take some kind of mat leave for that. It was especially weird given that 
Axl had been completely cool with the situation before the twins were born. It was like it was all great in 


theory, but now that it was happening, | was expected to just jump in and move on 


Slash was giving me a sympathetic look as he sipped his coffee. | gave him a weak smile and went back to 
Noah, loosing a small sigh when he finally burped and didn't spew all down my back. It was a very small victory, 


but it was enough to take my mind off brooding about Axl. 


Slash went out to his mom's later in the day, taking the kids with him and leaving me alone to tend to little 
things around the house and also to piss around with the stuff | had to learn and practice for either rehearsal 
or recording the next day. It wasn't that | didn't want to go, but | really wasn't feeling up to it. | felt nauseous 
and warm and just all around pretty shitty. | thought | was coming down with something and figured it best to 
keep it away from anyone else. Duff stayed home too, but he mostly stuck to the spare room where he was 


staying. 


| tried puttering around on the guitar, | tried going around and doing some odd chores, | went out for a smoke 
once or twice, but soon found myself bored and frustrated. | couldn't concentrate on playing, all the music 


seemed to mix together into one big clusterfuck of a song. Pretty much none of what we were doing was like 


what we'd done before. obviously it wasn't supposed to be, but I'm talking “unlike anything we'd done before 
because there's an entire orchestral call". | liked the songs, | did, but some of what was in the notes seemed 


excessive. It didn’t feel like the music was personal anymore. 


| heaved a sigh as | tossed my notes back onto the coffee table. Clearly, | was getting nowhere. I'd been stuck 
on this one song for about an hour and just couldn't do it. | could get all the notes and had the strumming 

pattern down, but the inserts and other shit kept throwing me off. | put my guitar back in its stand and went 
to turn my amp off, cringing as | bent over and felt a serious sting in my stomach. Swallowing thickly, | stood 


back up straight and put a hand over the bandaged wound as | tried to stretch it back out. 


| took to wandering the house, looking for something to do as | clutched my still hurting tummy and hoped that 
whatever was wrong would hurry up and blow over. 


| don't know what inspired me to poke my head into Duff's room, but | kind of wish that | hadn't. | should have 
left him alone. Maybe if | had none of the other shit that was going to happen would have happened. | knocked 
as | opened the door, going to give a greeting but ending up just making a small "oh" instead. | found him in a 
similar position that I'd found him in the night before only this time he was still at the cooking stage. He held 
his spoon and his lighter with the practiced hands of having done it many times already. | was about to slip 
back out, but | found that | couldn't move. | stood starting, once again transfixed to the drug in my friend's 
hands. 


He looked up, unsurprised to see me there since I'd knocked. "Hey." He said. 


"Hey." | choked, gaze flicking to his face before flicking back to the muddy mix in the spoon. He'd switched to 
black tar.. | guess the white shit was for "special occasions". | wet my lips anxiously, "I thought you said it 
wasn't a habit?" | asked. 


‘Its not." He said firmly, "I can stop anytime. I'm just feeling low again." 


| nodded slowly. That was how it had all started for me. | used heroin as a crutch for when reality sucked and 
was hard to deal with. As with most addictions, it seemed to be a cure-all.. Though it definitely didn't stay 
that way for long. 


"IFs just hard, y'know?" He breathed heavily, obviously close to tears. "I fucking hate this, but its the only 
thing that helps. The only thing that makes me want to love myself. Axl's gone, | can feel it. He doesn't love me 
anymore and | don't think | can remember how to love without him in the equation. It just hurts so much.. 


Everything hurts." 


| watched him wrap a belt around his arm, swallowing thickly as he went about finding a needle. | don't know 
what the everliving fuck came over me to make me move closer. | walked more into the room and shut the 
door behind me. Duff looked up in surprise, his eyes glistening with tears. | sat down next to him, staring at his 
arm as | absently traced over the veins that stood out. 


My current pain was different than his, but God if | didn't feel it. Everything did hurt. Literally. Figuratively. 
Emotionally. Mentally. | understood that. 


My heart pounded as | took the needle from him. Something flashed in his eyes and | looked up to meet his 


gaze. 


"You've been at the same spot too long." | said, not recognizing the gravelliness of my voice. "You're gonna 


collapse a vein. Here.. Let me.. Let me do it." 


He loosed a heavy breath, watching with wide eyes as | undid the belt from his arm and went to put it around 
the other. | traced lightly over his forearm and picked a spot near to his wrist. 


"You gotta move injection sites." | said, stroking his skin with my index finger. "Or you'll fuck up your arm 
completely. Trust me, | learned the hard way." | slid the needle into his skin and into the vein, my own eyes 
going wide at the sight. Surprisingly, | didn't shake. | was in some sort of weird headspace and everything 
seemed so surreal. Calm. | pushed down on the plunger and gasped quietly at the sound that passed Duffs lips. 


Oh fuck. 


Pulling the needle out, | watched as Duff curled up, a pleased smile coming over his face. | looked away, Tossing 
his needle and going about prepping myself one as quickly as | fucking could. My heart raced, my breath not 
seeming to come. | couldn't believe what | was doing. | couldn't believe | was finally giving in. Nine months and a 
bit of sobriety gone. | couldn't escape it. The drug was my master and | its slave. | needed it more than 
anything | had ever needed before in my life. | couldn't turn back | couldn't put it down. Couldn't pull out of the 
autonomous preparation of my beloved shot. | was held captivated and captive. | couldn't break free. | knew 


that the guilt would hit me full force after I'd sobered up, but | couldn't find it in myself to care. 


It was only a small dose. I'd fucking kill myself if | went back to the mass amounts I'd been shooting before the 
kids. It was a small dose. But when | felt it hit my bloodstream and lay a thick haze over every little pain that 
wracked my body, | loosed an almost sexual noise. Duff was off in his own little world. He didn't even notice me 
stagger out of his room or notice that I'd left his door open when | left. | went to the patio and sat out in one 
of the chairs with a cigarette, feeling better than | had in fucking ages. Everything was beautiful. The pain was 


gone and | was back to my fucking habit. The world was at peace and so was |. 


| Got a Hole Inside and its Ten Miles Wide 
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Rehearsal was shit. Everything went to shit. | was scared for my fucking life and was eternally grateful that 
Slash had dropped the kids off with his mother before we went to the studio because l'm pretty sure if they 
were there it would have been even more shit than there was. I'd already gotten in a fight with Dizzy that 
had ended in both of us shoving each other away instead of giving each other black eyes. Bob had to haul me 
away and he wasn't especially gentle about it either. 


Axl was late. No surprise there. But what was surprising was that he brought Shannon with him. And | don't 
mean just to record. Like | knew Shannon was doing backing vocals on some of our songs, but that's not what | 
mean. | mean Axl brought Shannon with him. Like held him on his arm and did all this subtle bullshit that told 
anyone with half a brain and a gaydar to match it that they were fucking behind closed doors. Duff didn't say 
anything though. He just kept to himself and drank himself blind. 


| stuck close to him for most the day. | didn't feel comfortable with any of what was happening and | was still 
sore. | had a hankering in the back of my head for a certain something, but | was scared to use it and then get 
caught. | didn't want Slash to find out that | had broken my sobriety. | didn't want him to know about the 
horrible, addictive thoughts that plagued my mind. | knew that he of all people would understand, but | also 
knew that understanding didn't always kill the pain. 


Something like Duff dealing with Axl's having moved on. He understood that Axl no longer wanted him but he 
didn't understand why or know what to do to make it feel better other than to drink it away. | tried to be of 


as much comfort as | could since both of us were pretty much ignored by the congregation of the new band. 


"I can't believe he's already moved on." Duff said quietly as he peeked over at the happy trying-not-to-be-a- 
couple. "He looks so happy.” He sighed, "Where did | go wrong, man? What the fuck does Shannon Hoon have 
that | don't?" 


| shrugged, reaching over and grabbing a pick from the box lying near Duffs side so | could hash out some 
chords. Slash was talking with Bob and neither of them seemed very happy. | couldn't hear them, but their 
expressions were enough. | watched as Slash threw his hands in the air and stormed away, Bob doing similar as 
he shook his head and went in the opposite direction Coming over to flop down next to me and Duff, he 


groaned in frustration 
"Hey, baby." | said softly, pausing in my playing to subtly rub his leg. 
"Hey." 


"Man, what happened there?" Duff asked, tearing his gaze away from Axl long enough to Slash a concerned 
look. "Bob looks pissed." 


"He doesn't want the kids anywhere near the band for the duration of this tour." He said flatly and giving me 
cause to frown. "He said, ‘stick em with the mother, we got an image to uphold. | offered to pay to have 
someone come with us to watch them-- namely mom and he was like ‘no we don't have the means to keep 


them entertained for the duration of this tour’ and he told me to tell Izzy to drop the kids or drop the band 


and basically I'm about this close to wringing his goddamn neck, the bastard." 


| sighed and went back to playing. "Fuck him, man He's saying that, but when it comes down to it he's not going 
to kick your mom outta the hotel and he sure as hell ain't gonna fire me. He's been threatening to do that 


since we started on this album and hasn't." 


"He doesn't wanna have to find a replacement." Duff said, "You do too much work and finding someone who'll do 


that and keep the fans happy at the same time isn't an easy feat.” 


"The fans ain't coming to the concerts for me. Thanks for the confidence boost, man, but the fans aren't what 
management's worried about. They're worried about finding someone who -- like Matt did for Stevie -- can 
come in and just pick up where | left off and not get so caught up in the bullshit that they're rendered 


useless” 
"What bullshit?" Duff asked, taking a swig from his bottle of Smirnoff 

Slash gave me a sideways glance. 

‘Look, that's not the point” | said, shaking my head and pressing my fingers against my brow in a show of my 
exasperation. "Point is: Bob can go fuck himself, I'm not leaving the kids alone for God knows how long while 


we're gone God knows where. They're coming with, your mom or someone is coming with, management can fuck 


off cause we'll pay outta our own damn pockets, and everyone can simmer the fuck down" 
Slash applauded jokingly, "Well said. Now go tell that to Bobby McGee." 


"Fuck off. | ain't telling him shit. What | do in my own time with my own money for my own damn kids is none 


of his business. As long as | make it to stage on time and don't cost the company any extra money, they can't 


say shit" 
Slash rolled his eyes and lit up a cigarette. 
"What, do you really just wanna leave the kids at home to grow up without us?" | asked, growing irritated. 


"No, but | don't wanna start snubbing the guys in charge of our paychecks either. We wouldn't be doing that 
bang-up a job providing for them if we both got fired." 


| sighed and took Slash's smoke when he offered it to me. | took a couple drags before handing it back. "We 
aren't gonna get fired, babe. They're just being assholes." 


"Heyl" Axl called from the front, giving me cause to snatch Slash's cigarette again and take another deep pull. | 
wasn't getting nearly enough to deal with this shit. "If you queens are ready to do some actual work, we're set 
up." 

My lips pressed into a tight line and | lay down on my back with my guitar on my stomach. Fuck. This. Shit. 
Fuck it. Just fuck it all. | wanted to go home. | wanted to spend time with my kids, not deal with Axl's pissbaby 
attitude. Slash just pat my arm before getting up to grab his gear and hook up. 


"Are we ready yet?" 


| flipped him the bird as a way of affirmation. Shannon giggled like a child and Duff just sighed before joining 


me in lying down on the floor. 

"Having fun yet?" | asked, strumming out a couple absent chords. 

Duff plucked anxiously at his bass and shrugged before moving to light up his own smoke to share with me 
since Slash had taken his across the room with him. "Same shit, different day." He muttered, taking a long drag 
from his dart before passing it to me. Our smoke curled toward the ceiling. "I'm having a fucking blast." 

"Oh don't you sound like it too." | mused, sighing my smoke. 

Axl clapped his hands together like a teacher in front of a rowdy kindergarten class. My face flushed pink at 
the rush of humiliation and anger that hit me when his bored and irritated gaze turned to Duff and | on the 
floor. 

"Alright, let's get this shit going. Let's run through a couple tracks." 

The recordings we'd done previous started up in the background, the tape crackling a little as it went around to 


start playing. We each caught on to our timing and played. | kept my mouth shut, not singing, not doing 


anything more than was expected from me at the guitar. | wasn't having fun with this music any more and | 


felt like shit. Duff gave me a concerned look but | shrugged it off. I'd make it through. 


We had to break a little while later because Matt lost his count. Not really his fault, Axl was fucking us all up 
by singing too fast, the music was behind. | went to put my guitar on a stand and stretch out but | doubled 


over, clutching my stomach and loosing a shaky breath that didn't seem to want to come. 


"Dude, you're lookin pretty pale. You okay?" Duff asked quietly as Axl and Matt started bitching at each other 
about the timing fiasco. 


"Ugh... Yeah, I'm fine." | said, smoothing my hand over my stomach in small circular motions as | fought the 
weird feeling of unwellness that was coming over me. The motions ceased when | found that it made the pain 


worse. | swallowed thickly, sitting completely still as | tried not to freak out. 


Duff seemed more worried than ever, clamouring to his feet to help me sit down “Izzy? Hey, Izzy, man, talk to 


me." He said, snapping his fingers in front of my face. | swatted at his hand, frowning at him. "Are you okay?" 
| looked back to the floor. "I don't think so." | said quietly. 


"Oh my God, Izzy, what's wrong?" He felt my forehead and tried to gauge whether there was anything readily 


diagnosable wrong with me. 


"| just feel weird" | said, teeth chattering a bit. "Hands are cold" | mumbled, trying to be short and discrete as 
we started getting weird looks from the other guys that were standing around. "Stomach hurts.. | can't touch 
it" 


Duff got to his feet without another word but | knew where he was going. | closed my eyes a moment and 


opened them again to see Slash right in my face, his brown eyes full of concern. 

"Lemme see your hand, baby?" 

| shook my head, keeping my hands on my stomach. | didn't feel so good, and though the light pressure from 
touching did hurt, it was comforting. My lip trembled when | heard some of the other guys screaming at each 
other and at me. 

‘Izzy, what's wrong?" 

| squeezed my eyes shut, trying to focus on just my breathing. | felt Slash move my hands and though | 
whined, he pushed my shirt up and looked. | heard a quiet "fuck" and trembled as he touched my stomach. 
Opening my eyes, | looked down at the bruised-looking skin and swallowed thickly. Slash stared a few seconds 
longer, his eyes wide, before he shouted at Axl. 


"Ax, man, we gotta go to the hospital 


"Are you fucking kidding me?!" Axl retorted, "We don't have time for this shit!" | heard him storm over and 
Slash stood up. "Whatever is going on, it can fucking wait!" 


Duff put his hand on my shoulder as | shook, my jaw clenched and unclenched as | tried my damndest not to 
be as scared as | was. It hurt and | knew exactly what it was, too. It couldn't wait any longer than it already 
had. | didn't know how long it had been bleeding for it to look like this now. Whenever it had started it must 
have been slow and gotten significantly worse when I'd stretched. God, | was so fucking stupid. 


"Oh fuck." 


| looked up at Axl and managed some laboured breaths as he looked down at me. The colour had drained from 
his face aside from the bright blush on his cheeks from the embarrassment that struck him. Duff and Slash 
both had to help me to my feet. My hands smoothed my shirt down and my head lolled over onto Saul's 
shoulder. 

"Izzy?" 

"Hm." 

Slash gently stroked my cheek as he paused for Duff to go open the door. "You awake?" 


"Uh huh." | murmured, sluggishly pulling myself up and keeping an arm securely wrapped around my stomach 


as | staggered out of the room. "Just sore." 


"Where the fuck are you guys going?!" Bob shrieked as he came running down from the sound room. "You have 


a fucking album to record! Get back in there!" 
"WWe--" 
| nearly collapsed, and quite frankly, | would have collapsed if Axl hadn't caught me. 


"They're going to the hospital, Bob." He said, voice cold as he glared at our manager. | couldn't help but nuzzle 
weakly at Axl's bare arm, the feeling of skin giving me something to focus on as my thoughts grew muddled, 


"We have work to do you fucking tarts! Where the fuck is your head?!" 


"Not stuck up our fuckin’ asses ya retarded fucking prick!" Axl sneered, passing me over to Slash, speaking 


lowly, he said; "Call me when you get in and let me know you're okay.. Just make sure you're okay, man" 


| smiled weakly as | hauled ass out of there. As infuriating as his shit with Duff was, it was nice to know he 
still cared, even if just a little. | could hear the yelling all the way to the car, everyone was involved. | felt a 


little guilty but at the same time.. 


| was bleeding on the inside. 


Over and Over Again 
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And so, back in the hospital | was; hooked up to more machines to read my vitals and make sure | was still 
fine. The IV tubes that fed into my arms made it a little difficult to hold the babies when Ola had brought 
them down to the hospital to see me after the operation Slash had called her as soon as we'd gotten out. | 
didn't use the word blessed very often, but that was how | was feeling-| mean, beyond feeling supremely 
shitty. They'd had to give me a fucking blood transfusion as they opened up the one wound to get at the other 
to stitch it back up. Amazingly, Slash stayed with me through the entire thing. He'd looked ready to puke a few 
times, but still he stayed. The doctors couldn't even be bothered to try and send him away. 


At that time | was lying halfways reclined in the hospital bed with Darcy snug against my chest. My eyes 
were closed, my breathing deep. | was only so relaxed because of the mass of drugs they were pumping into 
me, but | really couldn't give a single shit. | finally had some relief | didn't have to fucking sneak around to get. 


| kissed the top of Darcy's head when | felt her wriggling against me, my eyes barely opening as | looked down 
to see what the problem was. | grimaced slightly when | realized the door had opened and someone had come 


in. 


"Hey." Axl said somewhat awkwardly. | heard Slash mumble something from his post beside me. Axl rubbed at 
his arm and chewed at his lip before continuing, "You doing okay, then?" 


| looked off to the side, unable to look at him. | knew why he was asking, and it wasn't just because of an 


actual concern for my well-being. 


lm not going on this tour, Axl" | said weakly, wishing | could roll over to stretch out my back. | tried to just 


point my toes toward the end of the bed instead to stretch my legs. "I'm going to fucking kill myself if | do.” 
The judgment was almost tangible. | knew he was disappointed, but | really couldn't give a fuck 

"What about the album?" He asked coolly. 

"I finish recording for it if you keep Dizzy and Bob the fuck away from me." | snapped back, very much aware 


that Slash was on edge despite wanting to stay out of it. "l'm not supposed to be doing fucking anything, any 
lifting beyond the kids and even then it's supposed to be one at a time, and you've got those assholes fucking 


yanking me around and throwing punches because they can't keep their fucking mouths shut" 
"Oh come on, you're fucking exaggerating, they weren't being that rough with you--" 


"I WAS CUT THE FUCK OPEN, WHAT PART OF THAT DO YOU NOT UNDERSTAND?” | shouted, patience reaching a 
quick end. Slash's jaw set tight as he scooped Darcy up from my chest and took both babies over to the other 
side of the room to try and calm them down. ‘it might not seem that fucking serious to you, but in case you 
DIDN'T fucking know, that was kind of a major fucking surgery! You take the stitches out and my guts spill over 
the floor! And in addition to THAT, Axl, in case you FORGOT, Ive got fractures at the end of my fucking spine. | 
know that they dont know about the pregnancy, but YOU DO. You fucking knew. And you KNEW that it was a big 
tucking deal, so don’t you fucking come in here and try to weasel your fucking bullshit with me, okay?! It might 
work for fucking Shannon, but | aint buying it" 


"Clearly you're not in the mood to talk" Axl muttered, scrubbing at his face. 


"No, I'm fucking not!" | scoffed, finally looking over. | was well aware that the heart monitor beside me was 
beeping like fucking crazy. "I don't know what your plan was or what you're trying to accomplish by coming in 
here after | had to get cut open a second time to get stitched up again, but you're accomplishing nothing 
except for pissing me off and upsetting my kids, so fuck off" 


Axl's face skewed up oddly, "Look, | dunno what crawled up your ass and died, but we all got our own problems, 


okay? You're not the only one having a hard time right now." 


"Having a hard time. Yes, that's all this is. A hard time. Thank you, Axl, thank you for making me realize how 


selfish lm being for not wanting to accidentally kill myself trying to please you and management." 
"You don't have to be such a prick about it" 


"You know, | thought you actually cared about what was happening." | said, pushing myself up to a near-proper 
sit. "That you, you know, were actually concerned about my well-being, like, | dunno, a friend should or would 
be?" He stayed quiet and | sighed. "I think it's time you left" | said, voice oddly steely. | could practically feel 
each pulse of blood pushing through my veins, | was so pissed. "I'll be at the studio tomorrow morning and I'll 


leave you a tape of my recordings for the day. I'm not working with anyone." 


At that, Slash came over and gave me each one of the twins in turn as | reached for them. Holding the babies 
close, | tried to calm myself back down | got settled as Slash escorted Axl out of the room, the door closing 
behind him. | could still hear he exchange from through the door. 


"| don't know what his fucking problem is--" 
"Look it, Axl, I'm gonna be real fucking clear with you, got it? If you try and pull that shit again, I'll kick your 


ass. l'm on Izzy's side with this, okay? So don't try and fucking whine to me that he's ‘being moody’ because 
you know fucking what? He has every right to be." 


"Excuse me?" 
Slash snorted a laugh and | heard someone's feet shuffle. 


"You fucking heard me." Slash hissed, and though | couldn't see him, he moved closer to Axl. "| dunno what kind 
of shit you're trying to pull, but | swear to fucking God, you try and step on toes or cross my fiancé or put 
my kids in jeopardy in any kind of fucking way, | will fucking kill you. Your bullshit with Duff is one thing, but 
you start pouring that shit into my life and my kids' lives, you ain't gonna see tomorrow. We're already walking 


on a very thin line as far as the band goes, don't fucking blow it because | will quit and Izzy will too." 


"You've been spending way too much fucking time with Izzy. Not everything is about you guys and your 
precious little lambs, and you're fucking stupid to think it is." 


| heard more scuffling and something hitting the wall. "Well not everything is about you!" Slash growled. | 
squeezed my eyes shut as | imagined him holding Axl up off the ground by the collar of his shirt. "I know 
shit's complicated in the oh-so-important life of being Mr. Axl Rose of Guns r' Roses, but guess what? To 
me? My children are going to come first. If you don't understand that, it ain't my problem. And that shit that 
went on with you screaming at Izzy when he realized he'd tore his stitches? It happens again and I'll ring you 
goddamn neck. You knew Axl, you fucking knew. So get the fuck out of Bob's ass and start thinking for your 
goddamn self because you keep it up and you're going to have nothing You already lost Duff, you're killing our 
bassist with your bullshit by the way, you already lost Steven on us-No. | know he brought it upon himself, 
but you could have tried harder to have some fucking compassion, Axl. You never got hooked on the shit, you 
don't understand. But you lost Duff, you lost Steven.. Izzy and l.. We're on our way out, man. We ain't got time 
for this shit with our own life starting up here. | can tell you right now that if Izzy wasn't doped the fuck up 
on pain meds right now, he'd tell you the exact same thing I'm going to tell you, and that is: Piss off and butt 
out. Start thinking for your-fucking-self and get your shit together because we don't have the patience for it!" 


With that, | heard a thump of someone getting dropped followed by heavy footsteps. Soon the door opened and 
Slash came back in to go back to his chair next to my bed. His cheeks were red and his brows furrowed, but 
when he lay eyes on me holding the kids, he sighed and closed his eyes. | didn't say a word as | passed Darcy 
over to him so | could keep Noah laying on my chest, and neither did he. In fact, he didn't say anything until 
nearly twenty minutes had passed and the nurse had been in and out already to have checked on me and let 


me know when | could go home. 

"You know | love you, right?" He sounded strained, his gaze set tightly on our daughter. 

My lip trembled, brows turning up. "I love you too, baby.." | said softly, gaze trailing over his face as he 
refused to look up. | reached with the hand closest to him and let my fingers trail over his knee. "I love you." 


He finally looked over at me. "I love you, babe. Its gonna be okay." 


He laughed a bit, "Funny that you're the one fucking comforting me.. You just got cut open for the second time 


in two weeks." 


| grinned stupidly, "I figure that | already owe you enough months of comforting. Better to get started early." | 
laughed and coughed a little, wincing at a slight twinge of pain that came with it. "I want a fucking smoke." | 
muttered, face skewing a bit in the effort it took me to shift around and push myself up to a lazy recline. 
"How much shit do you think I'd get in if | lit up inside the hospital?" 


That made him laugh for real. | smiled to myself and reveled in the way his face lit up even briefly. 


"Probably a lot." He chuckled, leaning over and giving me a small kiss. "Don't worry, we'll go home shortly and 


you can smoke all you want.” 


| grinned, begging several more kisses. "Sounds like a plan to me, daddy-o." 


We made it home and got settled in quick enough time. | promptly went to start making something to snack on 
since it had been pretty much all day at the hospital. Chilling out in the living room, | looked up when Slash 


came out with two cups of coffee in tow and smiled. 


"You read my mind" | said as | sat up properly, reaching out to take one of the steaming mugs from him. 


"Thanks." 


"No problem." He murmured, settling down beside me and setting his drink on the coffeetable. "So.. That was.. 


Interesting." 


"Is that what we're calling it now?" | asked, raising a brow. "If you're talking about that shit with Axl, that was 
bullshit." 


"Well | was trying to make it sound a bit ricer." He chuckled, reaching for his coffee. "But yeah. It was bullshit. 
A whole load of bullshit." 


| sipped quietly at my coffee. 


"But | really do want to know if you're okay.” Slash said softly, giving me a sideways glance. "I mean, with 


everything going on." 
‘lm not stressed, if that's what you're thinking.. | mean, | am, but l'm not especially worried about it" My 
brows furrowed a bit as | let my hand rest on my stomach. "About any of it. Worse comes to worse, | quit 


the band." 


The silence was somewhat awkward and | almost regret my words. Slash stared at his hands. 


"Are you sure about that?" 
"Yes." 
"Even if | don't?" 


"If you don't what?" | sighed, bringing my feet up and shifting around ever not-so-gracefully to get 
comfortable. "Even if you don't quit? You staying in the band doesn't have anything to do with me. I'm the root 


problem, not you, not even by association” 
"You're not a problem, Izzy." 


"No, not by a longshot, but that's the way they see it. They see me and they see the kids as a problem. We 
aren't supposed to grow up and move on with our lives. We're supposed to stay in the perpetual party, keep 
rock n rollin’ until we finally fucking kill ourselves with it like all the other greats. Slash, I've pretty well been 
out of the band since | got pregnant. It was fun while it lasted, but if it ends up needing to end, | really don't 


care. | can do something else." 


Slash just looked at me for a long while, his face wasn't hidden behind his hair as he'd tied it back when we'd 
come home. There was something | couldn't quite place radiating in his eyes, but his expression remained 
mostly somber. It struck me then just how much he had changed-how much both of us had changed-in a few 


short months. | hated to think that I'd forced him to grow the fuck up, but at the same time.. 


We were almost thirty years old All of us were. Sure we were still in the prime of our lives, but maybe, just 
maybe.. Growing up was a necessity. We'd done things in our youth that would turn most people's stomach's 
sour and "grown up" before our time entirely. But maybe the next step was just this, coming to terms with 
the fact that, truly, nothing did last forever. Those golden days where Guns n' Roses was just making it big 
were great, but now.. Well it didn't take a fucking rocket scientist to see that things were falling apart from 
the inside. 


"Whatever happens, babe, I'll be by your side." Slash finally said, scooting over and cuddling into my side, forcing 
me to wrap my arm around his waist. | smiled weakly, looking down at him. "I love you." He whispered as he 
tilted his head up to press a sweet kiss to my chin. "I love you so much, and no matter what happens, | will 


always love you." 


| moved the mere inches so that | could catch his lips, kissing him for a short moment and pulling away with 
my teeth catching on his lower lip. "Through thick and thin, baby. We'll get by." | muttered, inhaling sharply 
through my nose as | moved to set my coffee down. | cupped his face in my hands and kissed him once more, 
this time longer, deeper. | didn't want to let him go. "And when we get married, and we're all settled down into 


this new-old house with a dog and your stupid snakes you want when the kids are older, I'll still love you.” 


"What about after that?" He teased. | bit down on his lip for that. 


"Even after that, asshole. Quit ruining the romancing." 


"You mean you don't plan on getting married now and then divorced by forty? Custody battles? Who gets the 


couch and who gets the cat?" 


"You'd get the fucking cat" | groused, "Or it could go back to whoever it actually belongs to, seeing as | never 
adopted a fucking cat and it just kinda showed up one day." 


"Hey man, it was raining. He was crying." 
"Oh, boo hoo. But anyway, no | don't plan on ever leaving you. | don't think I'd manage too well without you.” 


He snorted a laugh, nuzzling his way into my neck and pressing a few soft kisses there. "You gettin’ all 
dependent on me?" He joked, teeth starting at the spot he'd been kissing. 


My lips pressed tight together as | shut my eyes. "No." | sighed, caught between wanting his attentions to 
continue and wanting them to cease. "I just don't want to imagine going without you. Besides, the kids need their 
daddy." 

| felt his lips curl against my skin. The bite that followed made me sigh and tilt my head. 


"In that case then" He said, tongue lathing over the spot he'd bitten. "| guess we're stuck with each other, 
huh?" 


"For better or worse, baby, no matter what happens to the band." 
"Good. That's all | wanted to hear." 


| groaned softly as his lips moved to the end of my jaw, he sucked at the corner of my jawbone before 
moving up to catch my earlobe between his teeth. 


"| swear to God, if you keep it up, we're gonna have a problem" 

"What kind of problem is that, baby?" He muttered against me. 

"A problem that would involve me pinning you to the goddamn couch if | could. Come on, knock it off" 

He just bit down at a soft spot near the base of my neck, hard | whined and tried to shrug him off 
"Don't wanna." He mumbled, finally resting his head on my shoulder and nosing away at the bruising skin 


"Well you gotta" | mused, reaching for my coffee again and finally settling down into a comfortable silence, a 


silence that lasted until the phone rang. "I'll get it." | sighed, kissing Slash a couple times before finally getting 
to my feet and shuffling toward the line on the wall. "Y‘ello?" | answered, picking up the receiver. 


"Izzy?" It was Duff 
"Yeah? What's up?" | asked, brow furrowing slightly. 

"Oh, h-hey. How did your thing go?" He asked, he seemed to be puting a lot of effort into his words. 
"Um... Good. They stitched me back up, im just supposed to take it easy.. Why? What's up?" 


"Well, um." There was a pause and | heard the sound of a bottle cracking open. "I just got a few shots too 


many. Was wonderin’ if you." 


| bit down hard on my tongue, the floor starting to spin. Fuck. Not this shit again. Why did it always have to 


come up when things were going so great? 


| couldn't fucking say no though. | wasn't going to go out and buy any H, and | certainly still craved some 
painkillers now more than ever, but this was also a once in a lifetime opportunity. Heroin was like gold, you 
didn't just get that shit for free. My lip trembled, eyes wide as | curled into myself and clutched the receiver 
protectively, as though sheiding it and myself from Saul's view would prevent him ever learning what it was | 


was doing. 


‘I'm down, man. | can pick it up tomorrow afternoon on the way to Ola's-Or better yet, bring it to the studio 


and I'll grab it there." 
A rustle in my ear told me Duff had nodded. "I'll bring it with. Cool, I'll see you then, okay?" 


"Y-yeah." | murmured, rubbing at my forehead at the forming headache as though that would make it go 


away. "See you tomorrow." 


Hanging up the phone, | stared blankly at the wall for a minute. Shit. Oh, shit. | wondered how the hell | was 
going to do my pickup without Slash noticing, but soon after caught myself. How was | going to do it without 
Slash noticing? As if that was my biggest concern Say nothing of the fact | was doing this in the first place 
and | was fucking worried about Slash finding out. Maybe | needed him to do just that, find out and fucking 


intervene. 


Now, | kind of wish he had because it only went downhill from there. 


Comfortably Numb pt 2 (Ive got a secret, its on the tip 
of my tongue, on the back of my lungs) 


Author's Notes: 
So, low and behold, this happened again. l'm really feeling this one right now.. I'm sorry. Will try and force 
myself to focus on one of the other fics but | can't guarantee anything >_< Biggest apologies for my 


flightiness!! 


"No, no, no!" | cried, an exasperated groan passing my lips as | was soaked in pee. "You've got to be fucking 
kidding me. | fucking carry you in my body for nine months, break my back for you, feed you, clean you and 
keep you sheltered in general and this is how you repay me? By pissing all up my shirt? Well fuck you too, lil 


man. 


Noah just gurgled, obviously pleased to have eased his bladder. Why he couldn't do it in the diaper was beyond 
me, but | finished changing him anyway, taking him with me so | could pass him off to someone as | went to 
change out of my saturated clothing. | ran into Shannon on my way and sheepishly explained what had 
transpired when he asked. He looked vaguely disgusted, but he had a good humour about it. 


It was the night before we were supposed to leave to start the tours and as a ritual we were all staying 
together and getting things sorted out. It was a fair bit cramped in the house, but at least everyone was 
getting along fairly well. Ola was off in the living room, Darcy in her arms and the words of "Kokomo" passing 
her lips as she sang. Slash was in the armchair, pouring over various collections of papers -- balances from 
the hospital no doubt -- and Duff was smiling up at Ola from where he sat on the couch, a girl at his side. | 
decided to interrupt Slash. 


"Take your son" | said, handing the squirmy baby over after Slash had looked up. 


"Uh oh, my son? What did he d-- oh.. Shit" Slash laughed as he took Noah from me. | just grimaced and took 
my shirt off. 


"Can you watch him for a minute?" 


‘Of course, babe. While you're gone we'll further transpire ways to fuck up changing times for you and 


celebrate the accomplishment in managing to soak you so thoroughly." 
| flipped him the bird over my shoulder as | started to walk away. "Yeah, okay. Love you too, asswipe." 


He laughed as | walked away. Going out to go down the hall | really did just want to get to my room and get 


changed. Instead, | ran into Shannon again. 


"Hey, Izzy, | know you were having that issue, but can | talk to you for a minute?" 
My brows furrowed slightly, "Yeah, | guess." | murmured, continuing my way to the bedroom. 


| paused at the bathroom and threw my dirty shirt in the laundry. Shannon followed me, looking somewhat 
timid His gaze didn't leave me and it left me a fair bit anxious. 
In my room, | peeled away my bandages, figuring they were due for a change too. Shannon gasped a little when 


my scar came visible. 
"Dude, what the fuck happened?" 


| gave him a confused look for a moment before realizing. | looked down at the incision and traced my finger 


lightly over the stitches. 
"Oh, uh, had surgery. It's no big deal." 


His wide eyes stayed on my stomach the entire time | spent wrapping the new gauze around my waist. He 
seemed to be deep in thought until the entire thing was covered. | rooted around my drawers for a shirt, 


somewhat unnerved by his staring. 


"So you wanted to talk to me?" | asked, trying to steer him away from staring so intensely. | couldn't help but 
think back to when I'd ran into him in the street several months ago. He'd done the same thing then. | 


wondered briefly if he remembered it too and suddenly | was extremely uncomfortable with his looks. 


He shook himself from his daze and nodded, “Um.. Yeah." He wet his lips anxiously, gaze flicking to the floor as | 
tugged a t-shirt over my head. "It's about Axl." 


| sighed. Why was | not surprised? 
"Okay, what's up?" 


Shannon's brow furrowed and he tucked some of his hair behind his ear, "| was wondering what.. What exactly 
went on with him and Duff" He said quietly, "H's just.. He denies it, but | know something happened. | think he's 
just using me to get back at him for something, but | don't know what and | don't know how to tell him that 
I'm not playing games.. | mean, we go way back, but.. Duff seems pretty cool, | don't want to be that asshole, 
ya dig?" 


| bit down on my lip and looked him over. His shoulders slumped, expression hollow but still leaking all the 
sadness and anxiety he was feeling. The poor kid didn't have a clue on how to hide how he was feeling, no 
matter how hard he tried. | sighed shortly and stepped forward to shut the bedroom door so we could have a 
bit more privacy, some of the other guys were wandering the hallway and | really didn't want them to be 


listening in. 


"Being honest, man, | don't know exactly what went on between them." | said Shannon looked at me, scared that 
| wouldn't be able to help him. "They were completely fine one week, more than fine it seemed, but then | was 
told that everything went to hell. | don't know what happened or why but it's not really my place to try and 
find out." | paused, "But I'm gonna tell you right now, if you want out, you have to tell him and tell him 
outright." 

"I know." He said slowly, wincing a little as he continued playing with his hair. "But I'm not sure." 

| looked over at the mirror for a minute. "Can | ask you something?" | asked. 

"| quess.." He sounded curious. 

"Has he been knocking you around at all?" 

The silence grew heavy. "Why the hell would you ask that?" 

"No reason" | muttered, scrubbing at my face and sighing. "Was just wondering.” 


"Well, no. He hasn't" 


Again, the silence pressed in on us. | shifted uncomfortably, passing a hand over my stomach to smooth my 


shirt out over the gauze. Shannon still stared. 


"Did your surgery have anything to do with when | ran into you in town a while ago?" He blurted out, cheeks a 


bit pink 
| sighed again. "You could say that." | murmured, "But I'm really not comfortable talking about it" 


A hurt expression came over Shannon's face but he nodded. His lips pressed together before he opened his 
mouth to speak. Nothing came out the first couple times, leaving him gaping like a fish. 


| know | have no place here, like at all.. I'm just one of the backup guys, but." His brow furrowed slightly, "I 
don't really like not being in the loop. l.. | actually really need someone to talk to about shit, but." 


| closed my eyes, turning that closed gaze toward the floor. "Look, Shannon, | don't know what to tell you. | 
can't help you if you don't tell me what's going on and | don't feel comfortable talking about my own shit. 
You're not the only one not in the loop as far as that goes." 


And like that, the dam burst. 


"I just don't understand what he's trying to do, izzy. He's a fucking tyrant. He does nothing but bitch about 
everyone and drag me along to act cute and shit in front of Duff. | fucking hate it. But then when we get 


home and shit he'll say things and do things that make it seem like he actually cares. He hasn't hit me, but 
there were one or two times | thought he was gonna. | saw the bruises on Duff's face. The black eyes. | know 
what went on in that regard, but | just don't know why. | don't understand. Sometimes when we're falling asleep, 
he'll say his name instead of mine. It's just fucking me up. | don't know how to tell him that if he wants Duff 
back so bad he should just go back to him, but anytime | so much as mention his name he gets really pissy. | 
just don't get it. | don't understand what happened. | want to talk to Duff about it but | can't. | just can't. | was 
that other guy when they were splitting but | honestly didn't know! | didn't know that they were together 
together, | thought they were just fooling around. 


| don't know what to do, Izzy. | need the job, | need the exposure or whatever, and | want to help you guys out 
by singing with you, but | just.. | don't want to be another fucking piece of the game or whatever the hell it is 
that's going on here. Axl's got secrets, Duff's got secrets, you and Slash have secrets, Matt's just along for 
the ride and having a good time, but I'm caught in the fucking crossfire and | can't stand it. This is insanity! 
Why the hell can't any of you see that?" 


| stepped forward rather quickly, wrapping my arms around Shannon's shoulders and pulling him in. He trembled 
in my hold, but | just stood there, staring at the door and breathing out my mouth as | tried to catch my 
breath. 


"Shh, shhhhh.." | whispered, lower lip trembling as everything finally clicked and fell into chaos. Having 
everything thrown out in the air like that was overwhelming me and | could tell it was overwhelming Shannon 
too. He rest his forehead against my shoulder and tried to hold it together. | gave him credit for that, he wore 
his emotions on his sleeve, but he didn't bust out crying like | felt | was going to. 


"I just don't fucking understand." He mumbled into my shirt, "I just wanted to come and fucking sing with you 
guys, but this is all bullshit. m stuck in the fucking crossfire an’ | can't take it anymore. Nobody fucking 
trusts anybody." 


"I know.. | know." | sighed, rubbing his back and turning my gaze to the ceiling. "Look.. Shannon.. If it makes you 
feel any better at all, the shit that I'm not telling you, I'm not not telling you because | don't trust you, okay? 
Its just.. I's hard to explain and | really don't want to explain it. | trust you, but | don't trust your reaction 
and | don't trust any of the other guys and | especially don't trust Bob. If | knew what was going on between 
Axl and Duff, | would tell you, but | don't so | can't" 


Shannon swallowed thickly, pulling away from me and giving me a suspicious look over. "You don't trust my 


reaction. What the fuck is that supposed to mean?" 


It means that what I'm not telling you is big. Really big. And it runs the risk of hurting people and hurting me. 
It's self-preservation because l'm still the selfish cunt that you knew way back when in Butttuck, Indiana" 


A slight smile twitched at his lips but it didn't quite reach his eyes. "What can you tell me then?" 


"I can tell you almost anything else except for details or things that have to do with Axl and Duff." 


He nodded and pulled away completely. He cleared his throat and wiped his eyes when | was pretending not to 


look and soon he spoke again. "So you and Slash, then.. You guys are..2" 


"Together." | held my hand up and flashed the ring. His eyes bugged out but he let me continue speaking. "And 


indefinitely engaged unless law changes." 

"Shit, wow.. Congrats, | guess" He said, tripping over his words. He paused before speaking again. "The kids..?" 
"Mine." | said perhaps a little too quickly. 

His brow furrowed. "Who--" 

"You're crossing that line of can't tell you, man" 

He sighed in exasperation. "Okay." He paused. "Izzy.. l.. You.. You know I'm on your side, right?" 


| shook my head, reaching toward the dresser for the pack of smokes that sat atop it. "There are no sides, 
Shannon. | just don't feel comfortable talking about it." 


"Why not? Did something happen with their m--" 

"The kids are mine and Slash and | are together and that's all I'm going to say. If you can put the pieces 
together and figure it out, then great, but I'm not saying anything because | don't want anything to get out. Do 
you understand?" 

A look of confusion passed over his face before the realization started to dawn on him. | could practically see 
the flashback to when we had run into each other those months ago. His eyes widened and his mouth slipped 
open. 

"Oh." He exclaimed, stumbling back a little. "Oh, fuck." 

"Yeah. Oh fuck." 

"How...2!" 

"Not important." 

His gaze darted around the room as his hands went to his head in an exaggerated show of his blown mind. He 
finally looked at me, eyes wider than before. The conflicted emotions -- fear, confusion, wonder and borderline 


joy ~- were clear. 


"You?!" 


"Yeah." 

"The surgery..?!" 

"Yog" 

"Jesus fucking Christ" 

"This is why | was hesitant to say anything." 


Shannon shook his head quickly, fingers pressing to his temple. "No, no, no.. | just.. Holy shit. | just can't believe.. 
Wow" 


| gave a tight lipped smile. "Yeah. Wow. So, anyway, that's where I'm at in regards to that stuff and l'm sure 
you understand why I'd rather than not be public knowledge." 


He nodded, eyes still wide. "Yeah, totally." He said, looking me over again. "I won't say a word." He promised, biting 
down at his lip as he seemed to think again. Suddenly, he smiled. "I'm fuckin’ happy for you, man. You seem to 
have things going in the right direction" 


| smiled shyly, my cheeks reddening as | looked away. "Thanks." 


The silence grew comfortable, but | was getting restless being closed in the room with him. Shannon soon spoke 


again, though. 


"So, um." He paused, "If anything happens between me and Axl, can l.. Can | come talk to you? I'm just so 


fucking anxious, man. | don't want to be alone in this stupid war of whatever it is." 


| nodded, moving to open the bedroom door and go out into the hallway. "Of course, Shannon. I'm here for you, 


man. As long as you keep quiet about my shit, I'll keep an ear out for yours." 


Relief washed across his face and he nodded, following me down the hallway. "Will do. Thank you, Izzy.. | really 


appreciate it." 

| gave him a small smile before ducking into the living room. He stayed in the doorway as | went over to 
relieve Ola from her starting-to-fuss granddaughter. Slash was still hanging out in the recliner with Noah, 
gently rocking him back and forth and letting him absently play with his fingers. 


"I think it's time someone had their supper." Ola mused as she handed Darcy over to me. 


| smiled briefly, chuckling a bit. "Yep, it's about that time. She's more particular about her schedule than Noah 


is. Can't be even a minute too slow or she throws a fit" 


Ola chuckled, "Albion was the same way." 


| chuckled as | rubbed Darcy's back to stall any impending tantrums. "Is he coming, by the way? | thought he 


was. 


Ola nodded and waved me off. "Yes, yes, he's coming. He went to say goodbye to his girlfriend. He'll be in around 


six or so." 
"Okay, fine." | said in mock exasperation. "| was just wondering, jeez." 


She laughed as | left, going off in the opposite direction as | went out to the kitchen. My intention was just to 
go in and get a bottle made so | could feed Darcy and put her to bed for a nap, but unfortunately, my plan 
was not how it went down. It seemed that all the guys had decided to crash in and around the kitchen, beers 
open, going back and forth to the porch to smoke weed and cigarettes, a small game of poker starting up 
around the kitchen table even. | sighed to myself as | tried to go about mixing the bottle of formula. 


"Hey---y, Izzy!" Dizzy came over and clapped a hand on my shoulder. "Where you been, man? You should be 
joining us, we were just about to break out the hard booze!" 


My mouth turned down as | tried to ignore him and brush him off. "I've been busy, man" | grunted, shrugging 
my shoulders to get his hands off me. 


"Busy? It's time for a party, what the fuck you busy with?" 


"With the itty bitty babies!" Bob shouted from the table, earning some laughs from some of the techies that 


were still hanging out here. "I don't know for the life of me why I'm pretty sure | said no babies on this tour." 


"Well, shame | don't listen too well, huh?" | deadpanned, shaking the prepared bottle gently and shuffling down to 
the sink to run it under warm water. | noticed Shannon sitting off to the side and looking antsy, like he wanted 
to get involved and tell them off but also like he didn't want to cause any more shit. 


"Don't worry, Bob." Axl spoke up from the patio door, "Izzy just thinks everything should go his way since he 
got such shit luck of being saddled with the brats. Wants the pity." 


My nostrils flared, face going red at that one. What the fuck, Axl? Was he being serious? | tried to ignore him 
as | held the bottle under the running tap. Unfortunately, he continued. 


"But | mean, really, it is pretty shit luck, dontchya think? Getting ripped from the prime of your life because 
you couldn't keep your dick in your pants or keep your dick in the right set of pants? | mean, yeah do 


whatever you want, but damn, your timing was fucking shit" 


Both Bob and Dizzy laughed alongside some of the techies. | only just maintained a stiff upper lip, rubbing 


Darcy's back with my thumb as she nuzzled toward my chest in a testament to her need to eat immediately. 
"Sure accidents happen, but this was a pretty awful accident. | can't imagine getting stuck like that.” 


Bob was snorting a laugh, "Might explain why he latched on to the first person he could though. Poor Slash. No! 
No! Poor HR. guys, really. Keeping that shit on the downlow. You fags don't make that shit easy!" 


"Kinda makes me wonder though." Dizzy giggled. Fuck he was loaded. | wondered if he'd been taking anything on 
top of the drinking. "You must be pretty good for it to've lasted this long. You packin' heat, Stradlin? Actually 
got a dick that's worth something, or is your ass just right?" 


"Oh come on! Not you too! How many of our band members are gonna fuck him or want to fuck him? You 


fuckin’ queers are gonna kill me." 


"No, no, man.. | don't want to fuck him, I'm just curious." Dizzy moved in closer. "There's gotta be something, 


right?" 


| shifted Darcy's weight and turned the tap off. | caught Shannon's sympathetic look, but only scarcely smiled 
back. Dizzy set his hand on me again, his hand squeezing my ass and | stepped down hard on his toes. Shoving 
the bottle into the same arm | held Darcy with, | grabbed a knife from the block with my free hand and 


whipped around on him. His eyes went wide and everyone at the table started laughing. 


"You fucking touch me again and | will slit your Goddamn throat, you got that?" | growled, heart pounding and 
face red. "I don't give a single shit what you fuckers say amongst yourselves, but you better start keeping it 


to amongst yourselves, because you're all walking on the thinnest fucking line right now." 
"Meow" Dizzy purred. "Take a fucking joke." 
"That ain't joking. Now back off or I'll give you a nice big scar to match mine." 


Dizzy's hands raised, his entire expression mocking as he took a step back. The smile curling his lips was 
nothing short of malicious. All the guys at the table released their various "Oooooohs" and “ahhhhhs", some of 
the techies pounding on the table, all of them making fun. Axl just stared from the doorway, his expression 
hidden behind his glass of rye and ginger. | left the room, but | could still hear them laughing. | squeezed my 
eyes shut, refusing to acknowledge the burning behind my eyes. | was not going to cry over them. Nuh uh. Not 
happening. 


Well. It didn't happen until | got out to the living room, anyway. | kept a steely expression as | found Ola again, 
asking her if she could take Darcy and feed her. She was a bit concerned, but didn't press when | insisted that 
everything was fine. | knew that Slash knew better though. 


"Hey, Duff, can you and Mandy watch Noah for a minute?" 


Duff grinned wildly, "Yeah, man. Of course!" 


Mandy, the girl that was latched to Duff's side, sat up straight and cooed over the baby as he was brought 
over, latching back to Duff and speaking quietly that | couldn't hear her. Once certain that they'd be fine, Slash 


came after me, finding me in the hallway and almost to our bedroom. 
‘Izzy? lzzy. Are you okay?" He paused briefly, frowning as he looked me over. "What's with the knife?" 
| shook my head, hands starting to shake. | wasn't going to cry. | wasn't going to cry. 


‘lm f-fine." | stammered, shaking my head and looking down at the kitchen knife. "Just tired.. Think I'll take a 


nap before supper." 


He wasn't buying, not by a longshot. But he got the hint that | wasn't going to talk. | stood there shaking 
instead, on the very cusp of breaking down completely. Slash looked me over quickly, the worry evident in his 


expression. 
"Are you sure--" 
"Yeah." | butt in before he could even finish the question. 


His lips pressed together. "At least give me the knife so | can put it back" He murmured, taking it from me 


when | held it out. My hands trembled worse than ever. 


When Slash left down the hall again, | waited until he was out of sight before | darted into the spare bedroom, 
Duff's room, crawling into the closet and awkwardly reaching up to get one of the ceiling tiles out of the way. 
Reaching into the empty space, | felt around until | felt the solid wood box that Duff had been using to keep 


his shit safe, pulling it out and running over to shut the door. 


It had been a while since I'd ever had to prepare a shot in record time, but | certainly hadn't forgotten how. 
Sitting on the floor on the far side of the bed so that | couldn't be immediately seen from the door if it 
opened, | took out the contents of the box and quickly went about setting myself up a nice little dose to ease 
the God-awful shaking in my hands. | spilled a bit of water, but the closer and closer | got to having the shot 
ready, my hands would shake a little less. My mind was already starting to numb itself down and | was so 


fucking grateful for that. | didn't want to fucking think. | didn't. | really, really didnt. 


So, in near record time, | made and gave myself a shot. The relief hit me like a tidal wave, but | knew that | 
may have overdone it. Just a little. | was a bit sluggish as | cleaned up, stumbling a bit as | went back to mine 
and Slash's bedroom, falling into the bed and curling up with a pillow clutched in my curled hold. | slept for only 


a short while, waking when | felt someone gently shaking my arm. 


"Baby, it's time to get up. Come and grab some supper." 


| made a small noise as | opened my eyes, looking up at Slash and smiling a bit as | stretched out. His brow 
furrowed a little as he looked at me, but otherwise he just continued 


"You feeling any better?" 


| nodded, | felt much better. | smiled more at the relief that washed over his face. He leaned down and gave 


me a few quick kisses. 
"Good, okay.. Come on then, before everyone else eats everything.’ 


"What are we having?" | asked, having to concentrate a bit on the words as they left my mouth. | sat up and 
stretched properly, rubbing the back of my neck with my hand and scratching my head a bit. 


"Just hotdogs and hamburgers, didn't feel like cooking anything fancy for everyone." 

| nodded again, standing up and quickly stepping close to him. Slash looked down at me somewhat confused, but 
when | insisted on getting several sweet kisses, he visibly relaxed. | felt a little guilty for having shot up, but 
figured that if | acted like everything was normal then everything would be normal. Slash's hands rested on my 
hips as we kissed, his tongue only too gladly choosing to dance with mine. | bit down on his lip as | pulled away. 


"The kids?" | asked 


"They're in bed" He murmured, kissing my forehead. "Got everyone to shut the fuck up enough that they 


could sleep." 


"Good.. Good." | mumbled, nuzzling at his jaw before pulling away completely so we could head out to grab a 


bite to eat. 


Old Habits 
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Í couldn't stop fucking shaking 


Even as | doubled over dry heaving for yet another round. There was nothing in my stomach, hadnt been for 
about two days. My nails, ragged from anxious picking and chewing, clawed at my thighs as | sat back up and 
squinted up at the ceiling. 


‘zy, you okay in there, man?" Came a worried but only vaguely familar voice. 


My teeth chattered when | parted my lips to answer, not so much as a breath escaping | ached | ached so badly. | 
legitimately felt that | was dying A part of me was dying There was something dark and hungry that was starving 
for something nameless. | tried to reason with if, but it wanted no part. It took over, consuming me from the inside 


out; rattling my brain and tearing at my limbs. 


Or maybe that was just me. 


My nails dug into my arms, clawing hard at the track marks that burned across them. The infections stung and the 
need to stick something in them traced right through my very veins | was fevered, | knew.. But | felt so fucking 
cold | shook and trembled and listened as someone pounded on the bathroom door. | wanted to let them in, knowing 
that they were trying to help, but the floor just felt so good Even though | was looking at a stray pube that lay 
there, stuck fo the tile and about an inch from my face, it felt comforting | closed my eyes and tried to breathe. 


When the door finally kicked in there was a whirlwind of movement and | soon felt clammy hands on my face. 


‘zy. lzzy, you breathing?" 


| didn't respond until he pinched my nostrils shut to the point that | struggled against him. He let go and looked down 


at me wornedly. 


"l don't want to live." | gasped, eyes opening as | looked up at the ceiling light, letting the 60-watt bulb blind me into 


submission 


Slash rolled his eyes though | couldn't see him. All | could see was that dingy, flickering, yellow light. 


"Yeah you do, dpshit. Come on. You gotta get back to bed, lie down. Il grab you some water." 


"No." | whined pitifully as he hauled me up and dragged me back to the dirty mattress on the floor that we called 


a bed, his arms hooked under my armpits and his movements careful not to rattle me. 'I don't.. Im not.” 


"Shhh." He murmured, petting my sweaty hair and holding my shaking hands with his own. It was then that | 
realized that he was getting to the point of suffering too. Withdrawals setting in and still he took care of me, huh 
‘Stevenill be back soon with something. It won't be long." 


| groaned | wanted an immediate fix. | couldnt stand this. | really couldnt. | wanted to dle it was so sickening. Fuck, 
where was the glamour in this? So many people romanticized the idea of moving to LA and getting in a band and 
making music like it was some kinda Shakespearian Romeo and Juillet crap, but they always forgot the part where 
everyone fucking died along the way and the one protagonist fucking poisoned themselves in a sick attempt to get 
what they wanted 


Thats what Id done. Poisoned myself to get what | wanted. 


And all | wanted was a break. 


| had barely made it to the toilet before | was spewing. All over the fucking floor and toilet seat and still | 
kneeled the fuck down and clung to the porcelain. Classy. My head pounded as | let up all the contents of my 
stomach, most of which was liquid. | heard the bathroom door swing open again and heard someone come into 


the stall behind me. 


"Fucking Christ, Izzy." Slash muttered from around a cigarette, his hands coming to hold my wet-with-sweat- 
and-vomit hair back from my face. "How much did you have to drink?" 


| rest my head against the cleanest part of the toilet bowl, whining quietly as | tried to think. "| had a couple 
glasses of rye and.. some shots with Duff.” 


"How many is a couple?" 


"Maybe more like six" 


Slash sighed, sounding a bit exasperated. He still pet the nape of my neck though, his touches soft and loving. 


"And how many is some shots?" 


"A lot" 


"How many, Izzy?" 


| sniffed miserably, clutching my stomach as it rolled again. "Maybe six or seven.. | drank some beer at one 


point too." 


"No wonder you're sick then" He murmured, pulling me up out of my puke puddle. "Come on, | think you've had 
enough after-party." 


My head hung as | tried to hide my shame. Slash didn't say anything more on it but he did help me get cleaned 
up, using wetted paper towel to wash my face and urging me to rinse my mouth out for until we could get 
back to the hotel and | could brush my teeth. He gave me his jacket as | removed my shirt and also cleaned 
up whatever he could from my knees. He kissed my forehead and kept an arm around me as he led me out, 


not seeming to mind as | stumbled. 


We walked out into the fray and | immediately regret it. The lights were killing me and the music resonated so 
deeply in my bones | thought | might spontaneously combust. It had been this way for two weeks. | couldn't 
even remember where we were anymore, but we would play a show at whatever venue and then go backstage 
to drink and fuck and drug to our heart's content. Initially | didn't do much partying because of my still healing 
wounds, but recently I'd gotten pretty big into getting myself as fucked up as | possibly could just to ignore 


the nasty looks and jeering comments that came from management and some of the other guys. 


Slash tripped a little as we were walking past the bar, giggling a bit. | looked up at him and he looked down at 


me with a sheepish grin. 


"Sorry. Had a bit to drink too. Not as much as you though." He chuckled, "Been a while since we've drank like 
this, huh?" 


| nodded weakly, cuddling into his side and searching his pockets for his pack of smokes. My hands shook as | 
found it and took one of the cigarettes to light up, the match trembling between my fingers. A puff of smoke 
went up when | found myself successful in lighting my dart. 


We were almost at the door when someone called out to us. 


"Hey! You guys can't leave yet!" 


Slash flashed a bit of a grin, playing rice-guy as he rubbed the back of his head. "Yeah.. Sorry, guys, we got 
other things to take care of" 


Dizzy snorted, "You turning down a party? Wow. Buzzki----illl Fuck it, get back here. Party it up." 


"We got shit to do, man" Slash murmured, rubbing my side comfortingly with his thumb. | huddled in closer to 
him, almost shy as | sucked away at my cigarette. 


"The itty bitty babies take first priority!" Someone called from the bar, snorting on a laugh. | looked away with 
shame and pain in my heart when | saw Axl come swaggering down from the floor. "They got more important 


things than us now, so we should probably just let the bastards go." 


My eyes slipped shut, my tongue wetting my lips in an anxious show. Slash tried to give me a comforting 
squeeze but | scarcely felt it. | was tired | was tired of being shamed for this. Tired of feeling like everyone 


was an enemy, even the guys that had showed me so much care and concern before this all took place. 


| curled tighter into Slash's side and gladly let him lead me out. He felt tense. 


We were barely out the door before he turned me around and lay several sweet kisses over my face, holding 
me flush against his chest and forcing me to nuzzle into his neck. | had to hold my smoke away out so | didn't 


get it tangled in his hair. 


"Ignore him. Just fucking ignore him, baby. He's not worth fucking worrying about, okay? We'll get back to the 
hotel and put on a pot of coffee and check on the kids and see if they've got any good stations so we can chill 


out before tomorrow's show." 


| shrugged, "I guess so." | muttered, giving him a few anxious kisses back before pulling away. "I just wanna get 


back and brush my teeth, maybe chug a full bottle of mouthwash if that's cool." 


"| guess so, baby. Whatever makes you feel better." He rubbed my back soothingly and urged me to further 
cuddle into him. He kissed the side of my head. "Come on, sicko. Lets get back." He finally sighed. 


| smiled weakly, letting him hold me as we walked down the dark street and back to the hotel. It was quiet, 
peaceful really. A few bats squeaked across the low-flying air and moths blindly attacked the streetlamps. | 
breathed in one of my last lungfuls of heavy smoke and relished in the closeness with my lover. We never 
really got moments like this. Even before when we were courting each other and trying to figure shit out for 
the kids. I'd been so hesitant about making it work with him, so unsure, but now.. It was comfortable. Hard as 


it was to believe at times, it was comfortable and sappy as all hell, but | liked it. 


Flicking my butt into the street, | curled back into my lover, holding tight with my arm around his waist as we 
both swayed back to our hotel. He hummed some songs under his breath the whole time. We were about a 


block away from the hotel when he stopped me again, pulling me down to sit in his lap on a park bench by the 
road. Straddling him, | bowed my head down to rest our foreheads together. 


"What you want, hm?" | mused, smiling a bit as his hands smoothed up my back 


"Nothin, just wanted to sit." He murmured, poking out from behind his curls to nuzzle into my hair. "Talk to 


you." 


"What's on your mind?" | asked, curiosity budding in my chest. We didn't really do the whole sit down and talk 
thing.. Ever. 


His hands crept down, causing me to shiver. He stopped at my ass, cupping both cheeks in his hands as he 
lifted me a little. My head tipped to the side, brow furrowing as | took in his hooded gaze and vague smile. 


"Just wondering how you're doing so far. | mean, we only just started the tour, but no ones been givin’ ya too 


hard a time or nothing?" 


| sniffed, shaking my head. It had been hell the past few days. | felt like | was being ostracized.. It was worse 
when | had the kids. Even Duff had started fading-- of course he was getting out of the picture more 
because he was drinking himself stupid every day and had started doing coke with his booze, but everyone 
seemed to avoid me unless it was to make some snide comment. | was ruining their fun because | had to be an 


adult and start adulting at things. Shannon still talked to me when he could, but usually he was stuck with Axl. 


| swallowed my sigh and forced a smile. | didn't want Slash to worry about it any more than necessary. He had 
his own problems from having dragged his mom and brother along for the trip. Plus he was already so 
stressed on my behalf about whether or not I'd tear my stitches again and we'd have to fly all the way back 
to America before getting any help because of the insurance issue.. If our bills were bad there, they'd 
probably be beyond comprehension here. 


"It hasn't been bad" | said, pushing away thoughts of all the roadies shoving me around backstage and Dizzy 
slapping the back of my head in passing when | was using the lockers or something. "It's fine. | can handle it." 


"You sure?" He asked sweetly, kissing my cheeks and gently kneading my ass, being careful not to upset my 
tailbone. "If anything's going on, or anything's buggin’ you, you know you can tell me, right?" 


"If you're gonna try ‘n turn me on in an attempt to make me talk it ain't gonna work. There's nothing going on 


| mumbled against his lips, back arching slightly. "I won't be feelin’ it until | rinse my damn mouth out." 


"Aw, what shame. My plan was foiled" Slash whined in a mocking tone, "Babe, I've kissed you in worse 
situations." He waggled his eyebrows suggestively, but my nose just wrinkled at the thought. Even drunk as | 
was that didn't sound like a good idea "How does going to another bar sound? Just you n' me?" 


"| drank too much already." | muttered, putting my hand on my head in a dramatic display of my pain. "I'll 
fuckin’ puke again" 


He kissed my chin. "Not if you stick to one thing. | wasn't thinking tequila shots, either. C'mon.. You got that 
other shit outta your system." His fingers trailed up my sides, making me squirm. "Just one night and we'll go 
back to being responsible daddies. | know that shit with Axl is bothering you even if you won't say it” 


| grunted in response, suddenly feeling significantly less playful. | slumped down and looked away. The shit with 
Axl was more than bugging me. | wanted to punch the fucker in the mouth or hold him down and fucking 


scream at him. 


Slash kissed me once more, missing my mouth, but pulling me closer regardless. "Come on, grumpy. We'll go 


drink and talk and shit. Maybe play some pool.” 


Chewing at my lip as he feathered kisses over my cheeks, | eventually nodded. "Okay. Sounds okay...” 


| mean, if | couldn't trust my fiancé with my innermost thoughts, who the fuck could | trust? 


Junk, fuck 


| felt like | was drowning. We hadn't slowed down at all the last little while. Things were going by so fast, places 
were going by so fast, people were in and out and | felt more than left behind. | was trying, | kept fucking 
trying but | just couldn't do it. | had fallen back into old habits way quicker than | had thought possible and | 
hated myself for it. 


| looked out at the seas of people in front of the stage, not actually seeing much of anything but flashes of 
colour and bright lights. The crowd roared, people pushing and shoving and having a fucking blast. We were 
playing pretty well, | guess, but it was so painfully obvious from this side that tensions were high. Normally, or 
rather, back when, we would be all over each other on stage, but now it seemed like we couldn't get far 
enough away from each other. Duff had to play lying down for most of the set, too drunk to stand let alone 
run around on the stage. Slash was giving it his all, probably using the chance to vent his frustrations as he 
could. Axl was all over the fucking place and pretty much ignoring all of us. Matt, bless him, was trying. The 
techies were running fucking circles across everywhere trying to make sure everything was staying together 


soundwise and | felt like | was going to collapse. 


I'd missed too many too many shots, again, and it wasn't sitting well with me. My mouth kept watering and | 
kept getting hot flashes and waves of nausea that made me feel like | really was going to puke. | stayed closer 
to the back, just trying to concentrate on my hands and make sure that | wasn't fucking up as bad as | 
thought | was. Everything | did felt sluggish and it was even an effort to keep my damn eyes open. 


I'd been hurting so bad for the past few weeks and as a result my drug use had started to skyrocket again. I'd 
done a good job of hiding it I'd thought, but now.. Now | wasn't so sure. | was so fucking junk sick it wasn't 
fucking funny. | knew that most people had guessed it but | had some kind of fucking idea in my head that 
Slash and his mom and brother had no idea. | mean, no one had talked to me about it yet and | wasn't showing 


many signs that | could tell up until now, really. 


The song came to an end along with the night and | made a break for it, barely making it off the stage before 
| was letting up the contents of my stomach in some dark corner. | coughed and sniffled, clutching myself with 
a shaking hold as | wondered if I'd be able to get a hit soon 


| scarcely even noticed that everyone else was coming off stage. Axl was laughing with some of the techies 


when he noticed me, a scornful look crossing his features. 


"You better have your shit together by the next show, Stradlin. If you keep fucking shit up we're gonna have 


to send you home." 


| closed my eyes, tears slipping down my face and dripping from the end of my nose as | let my head hang. | 
didn't hear the rest of what was said as they left, but | figured | was better off for it. | didn't care. If 


anything I'd have rather been sent home. | was tired, | was sick, | just wanted to lie down and fucking breathe. 


| tried to control the tremors that wracked me as | heard Slash coming back. Duff was awkwardly slumped 

over top of him as he walked, talking and laughing but definitely not sounding the best. | felt so fucking bad. | 
spit before turning around trying to act like nothing had happened and trying to smile when | went up where 
Slash could see me. He looked visibly stunned for a moment and | realized that | really must have looked like 


shit. | couldn't stop fucking shaking. 


"Jesus, Izzy, are you okay?" He asked, setting Duff down to sit on one of the cases upon his insistence. He 
came up to me and cupped my face in his hand. | tried to breathe, curling slightly toward his warm touch. 
"What's the matter?" 


| shook my head, teeth chattering a little as | lied, "Nothing, just cold" | leaned into him, not liking the way his 
body seemed to stiffen 


He looked down at me, seeming to glance me over with some hurt and accusatory expression. He didn't believe 


me for a second. His teeth clenched and he took a deep breath as he looked away from me. | cast my gaze to 


the floor. 

"You smell like puke." He muttered, nudging me til | was standing straight again My shoulders hunched and | 
tried once again to hide the shaking that | couldn't control. | shoved my hands in my pockets. "Come on, let's 
get Duff dropped off and get back to our room." 

| just nodded, my lips trembling. | followed behind him as he pulled Duff back up and | tried not to let the guilt 
eat away at the remainder of my sanity. He didn't know. He couldn't know. Could he? | mean, | could have been 


sick from anything, right? It wasn't obvious. | wasn't obvious. 


| checked my arms just in case. Nope. No track marks.. No injection site scabs or bruises.. None that were 


glaringly obvious anyway. They were all old. 

| rubbed my hands together and tried to swallow my anxiety yet again. We got Duff dropped off at his room 
and | thought things were gonna be okay, but we walked down the hall for a little bit and when we reached the 
end, Slash turned on me. | stopped dead in my tracks. 

"Wh-what's wrong?" | asked, eyes wide as | tried to keep a fucking handle on my breathing. 

"| don't know, Izzy, what's wrong?" He asked back, mocking. 

| blinked. 

"Because | think you know very well what's wrong," He continued, gaze hardening as he looked me over. 


"Slash. l." 


He held a hand up to stop me talking and | shut up immediately. 


"How long?" 
"What?" 


His hands were trembling and | could tell he was trying not to get angry. "How long, Izzy?! You know what I'm 
fucking talking about! How fucking long have you been at it again? It's not exactly a fucking secret anymore 
that you're about as dopesick as you can get! Were you planning to tell me?! Were you planning to just keep 
fucking going acting like | didn't fucking know?!" 


"l. |." | backtracked, swallowing thickly and trying not to panic despite the racing of my heart and shortness of 
my breath. | stared at him, eyes blown wide in pure and unadulterated fear. | didn't know what he was going to 
do. "Y-you didn't know.." | finally managed to stammer, nearly fucking kicking myself for the stupidity of the 


statement. 
Slash's eyes widened and | felt my lip tremble when | realized his eyes were welling up with tears. 


"Jesus, Izzy.." He looked away, shoulders shaking as his hand came up to cup his face. "Why?" He asked, clearly 
not expecting an answer as | stood there dumbly, unable to say anything. "I didn't fucking know but | should 
have. Why?! Why the fuck did you think it was a good idea?! What the fuck were you thinking?! Are you trying 
to fucking kill yourself?!" 


| looked away as he looked back up, tears tracking down his face. 


‘| just wanted to stop hurting." | whispered, not realizing that | was crying until | almost collapsed in a pathetic 
sobbing heap and Slash had to catch me. | sobbed as we sank to the hallway floor, nails digging into his bare 
arms as | clung to him. | was still fucking shaking. "I just wanted it to stop.." | sobbed, "Everything.. Everything 
just got to be so much.. | just couldn't take it anymore.. | tried.. | tried so hard not to do it but | just can't 
keep my f-f-fucking head straight around here.." My ragged breaths were muffled by Slash's neck as he held 
me, my snot and tears dampened his hair but he didn't seem to mind. "I just wanted the pain to stop.. | just 
wanted it to stop.. | didn't think... | didn't think it would get this bad.. | wasn't thinking about the consequences.. 
Wasn't thinking about you or the kids or even my-fucking-self | just wanted it to stop." 


Slash cried right along with me, his hands smoothing up and down my back. 
"Please don't hate me." | cried, "I'm sorry, I'm so fucking sorry.. | just.. | just." 


"No no no no." Slash cooed, pulling me in closer and pressing a hand to the back of my head to sort of guide 


me into a halfways proper hug. "I don't hate you, baby..." 
"But you're mad." | whimpered pathetically. 


"Of course I'm mad, l'm fucking pissed" He said honestly, finally ridding himself of the tremble in his voice. He 


pulled away a little to try and look me in the eye, tipping my head by hand when | kept looking away. "Im hurt. 
I'm upset. I'm angry that you fucking started again, but | honestly can't say I'm surprised.” 


| cringed at that, pulling my chin out of his hold and looking away. Of course he wasn't surprised. Everyone 
fucking relapsed. It was only a matter of fucking time before | started again-- Once a Junkie always a Junkie. 


"lm scared for you, Izzy." He said softly, a softness returning to his tone. "I'm so scared for you, Izzy. You 
have no idea.. | just want you to be okay, baby.. | hated to see you hurting, | hated to see you struggling with 
all of this, but | hate seeing you like this even more. I'm scared enough about you | don't need to be scared 


that you're going to fucking overdose and leave the kids without a fucking dad." 
"They have you." | muttered, "They don't need me.." 


My feelings got progressively worse and worse. Guilt gnawed hungrily at my mind, coming straight from the 
centre rather than from the edges. The hurt in Slash's expression stopped me for a minute though. It almost 


took my breath away how heartbroken he looked. 


"They need you." He said firmly, "Fuck, Izzy, they need both of us. /need both of us! Don't you ever fucking 
say something like that again! What the fuck is wrong with you?!" 


He was shaking me by the shoulders and | thought for a minute | was going to be sick again. | guess it showed 
too because Slash stopped, his hands falling as his gaze searched over me slowly before falling. His eyes shut 
and his lip trembled as he tried to collect himself. 


"Right." He murmured, slowly moving to get up. "Right... You're not feeling well" He hauled me to my feet, not 
parting this time like he did before, but rather keeping me close as | continued to tremble in his hold. "Come 


on, we'll get back to your room and get you set up." 


"Set up for what?" | asked, voice quiet as | found myself somewhere far away and wondering. | couldn't help 
but be amazed by the difference between us. | felt so small, so broken and pale whereas he was bigger, 
stronger, healthier.. He was still a bit shorter than me, but it didn't even show with how much | was curled 


into myself and slouched. 


Slash sighed, not seeming to like what he was about say as his brow furrowed. "I'm going to get you some junk 
and let you have a shot.. But you better fucking enjoy it because it's gonna be one of your last." 


My eyes went wide, nostrils flaring as another bolt of fear struck me. Oh God, no. 
"IIl help you wean off of it." He said softly, seeming to notice the way | nearly tried to take flight. He secured 
his arm around me and despite being caged, | still felt relatively safe. "I won't make you cut cold turkey, baby, 


you don't need that on top of everything else, but you can't keep fucking doing this.. You know that right?" 


| nodded, still somewhat stunned. 


He breathed a sigh of relief as though he'd been expecting me to fight him on it. 


"Good" 


Reparation 


Never before had | been more relieved to get my medicine. I'd tried to go about most of the evening as usual, 


but it was near impossible. | was a fucking wreck. 


It started with getting back to the room, Ola and Albion were with the babies, the former with Darcy in the 
kitchen and the latter with Noah on the couch watching MTV. | tried to take over the responsibilities of feeding 
my daughter as Slash went into the other room to talk to his mother-- presumably about me and my.. 


precarious situation. 


| tried to get the formula mixed, but | kept fucking dropping things. | tried probably three times to just mix 
the shit before | lost my patience. My fist connected with the countertop as a frustrated growl left my lips. | 
closed my eyes and tried to collect my thoughts, nearly breaking when | heard the tell-tale signs of imminent 
tears from the baby. Loosing a shaky breath, | turned back around and went over to her seat to calm her 
down before she'd start bawling. Picking her up as carefully as | could, | cradled her to my chest as | sank 
down in one of the kitchen chairs. | was still shaking and my nose was leaking like a fucking faucet but | held 
her regardless. 


It honestly took everything in me not to break down and cry. What the hell was | doing to myself, really? What 
was | doing to my kids? | couldn't fucking believe | was being so fucking selfish, but at the same damn time | 
couldn't help it. Nothing else would stop the pain and once l'd started it was just too easy to fall into the old 
patterns. 


| closed my eyes and hummed under my breath to try and soothe Darcy's fussing, occasionally muttering 
some words to the song as | gently rocked her. | knew she just wanted to eat, but seeing as | couldn't fucking 
ready the bottle without fucking up, | figured keeping her copacetic would suffice. 


| wiped my nose on my shoulder, sniffling again and peeking down at her as she snuggled further into me. 


| looked up when | heard footsteps, trying not to look as miserable as | felt as Slash and Ola looked me over. 
The look of pain and disappointment on my eventually-to-be mother in law's face was enough to make me look 
back down and turn my attentions back to my child. | supposed Slash had filled her in. | also supposed that she 
had cried, her eyes were pretty red. 


| sniffled again, watching hesitantly as Slash went to pick up the mess I'd made while trying to prep the bottle. 


He gave me a small smile and | struggled for a moment to return it. 


Within a couple minutes he had mixed the formula and filled the bottle | had so struggled with. He came over 
and gently eased Darcy from my hold, urging me to stand for a moment. He took my seat but soon pulled me 
back down to sit in his lap. | didn't understand how he did it, but | supposed it had something to do with the 
fact that | had lost a lot of weight since returning to my habits. |, again, felt small. | curled up as best | could, 
trembling against my fiancé as he held me and cared for our daughter. 


Once Darcy was fed, he passed her over to his mom. Ola puttered around the kitchen with her, clearly wanting 
to keep an eye on me even as Slash wrapped himself more securely around me and pulled me close. The chair 
creaked a little beneath us but didn't break. We stayed like that for a while, just curled around each other in 


silence as Ola eventually began to come and go. 


"I love you." Slash eventually whispered, breaking the silence but seemingly timid to do so. He pulled away just 
enough that he could kiss my forehead 


"I love you too.." | managed, letting my head rest on his shoulder and trying not to wince. "I'm sorry." 
"Don't--" 


"No." | said dryly, reaching up to wipe at the spot my face had been pressed to. "I just snotted on your chest.. 
Sorry about that." 


A teary laugh escaped him, his fingers brushing against mine before they moved to curl through my hair. He 


smiled smally as he looked over my face. 


"You're such a dork." He said softly, his touches lingering down the side of my face. | let my eyes slip shut as 
his fingers trailed across my eyebrows and down under my eyes. "Fucking Christ, lzzy.." He sighed. 


| quickly looked away, the shame beginning to really set in If | was being honest | didn't know what | looked like. | 
could only imagine based on how | felt and | felt like shit. | nuzzled back toward his neck, loosing a small sound 
of surprise when Saul's lips met the side of my head and moved down my neck. His hands smoothed up and 
down my back and despite how awful | felt, | felt loved. | sniffled at the thought, trying not to cry. | was still 
loved despite this massive fuck up. 


"Come on, baby." Slash eventually murmured, easing me up that he could carry me. | clung to him in return, 


still shaking. "I'll let you go lie down while | go get you some." 


| only nodded, hiding my face as we passed Ola and Albion when we cut through the living room to get to one 
of the bedrooms. Slash set me down on the bed and almost immediately | curled up to hold on to myself. 
Slash's fingers sifted through my sweaty hair for a few seconds before he gently pat my hip in bidding 


farewell. 
It took a little while but eventually | fell asleep. 


When | woke again it was to the overwhelming feeling of my stomach churning and the rest of my body aching. 
| scrambled to the edge of the bed to grab blindly for the garbage can when | started gagging. | threw up into 
the can and groaned. | looked up weakly when | heard someone come to stand by the doorway, cringing when | 


saw Ola there in her pajamas. 


"S-sorry.." | mumbled, clinging to the garbage can as | let my head hang. "Sorry i-if | woke you..." 


"You didn't." She said softly, hesitating before making her way over to my spot of misery and settling down, 


Slash called a little while ago, he's on his way back now, will only be a couple minutes." 


| nodded, taking a few panted breaths as her hand came up to feel my forehead. It felt so cold, but | figured 
that was because | was burning up. | swallowed thickly, trying not to throw up again but failing in my attempts. 
Ola cringed but stayed to hold my hair back. She pet the back of my neck and rubbed between my shoulders. 


‘Oh Izzy.." She sighed, still rubbing soothing circles over my back. "Why do this to yourself?" 


| sniffled, shaking my head and looking over tiredly. "I don't even remember any more." | muttered, looking away. 


"IFs just.. Just.. So hard to stop once you start" 
She didn't look like she understood but she glanced me over with a sympathetic glance anyway. 


We both looked up when the door to the room opened, listening as boots were kicked off and soft footfalls 


were trekked down through the room. Slash lingered in the doorway before he came in. 


"Hey ma." He said softly, laying a hand on Ola's shoulder. "You can go to bed now if you want. lll take over 


from here..” 


She seemed hesitant but eventually nodded and got up to shuffle back off to bed. Slash sat where she had 
been sitting and gently eased the trash can from my hands. 


"| got you some." He said softly, reaching into his pocket and pulling out several little bundles. He pulled a 


grocery bag up from somewhere beside him too. "And got some supplies so we can do this properly.” 


| nodded, shuffling forward despite the pain and pressing myself against him. | knew it must have been hard for 
him. | mean, aside from the fact that he had to deal with my dopesick ass, when you were off the shit 
yourself going and buying was just a no-no, a massive no-no. But Slash managed to clean my arm up with an 
alcohol wipe and prepare my shit with accuracy and hardly any uneasiness. He held my arm for a moment, his 
gaze searching my face as he picked a spot to prick. | tensed despite myself, only too eager to be rid of the 
disgusting feelings. 


Sticking it in and drawing up briefly before pushing the plunger down on the syringe, Slash watched his hands, 
ensuring | got my full dose of medicine and that nothing fucked up between the needle and my shaking. | 
couldn't help the little noises that escaped me as | felt the warm warm embrace of heroin's hug. | stil 
trembled a bit in aftershocks, but | felt so much better. | let Slash pull the needle out before slumping against 
him, nuzzling at his then clothed chest and making a small happy hum. 


His smile was weak, but he held me regardless, petting my hair and rubbing my back. He even went as far as 


to give me several sweet kisses. 


A couple hours later, after the initial rush wore off and | had napped, | woke up again and found myself 
wrapped around Slash. | peeked up at him when | noticed his breathing was regular and not deep like it usually 


was when he was sleeping. 


"Slash?" | whispered, kissing his chest a moment. He made a noise and slowly turned his gaze toward me. "Baby, 
what time is it?" 


‘Its only two." He said, taking a long breath as he stretched and rubbed his face. 
"In the morning?" 
"Yeah..." 


| sighed, nuzzling at him again and trying not to cringe with how gross | felt. Withdrawals abated, the after 


effects were still in full swing. 


"Can | take a shower?" | asked, pulling away a little, nose scrunching up when | realized that he was lying in the 


gross, sweaty sheets with me. "And change the bedclothes?" 

He nodded slowly, clearly exhausted but not wanting to let it show too bad. 

"Yeah." He murmured, ".Might join you actually." He rubbed his face and suppressed a yawn. 

| just nodded, slowly going about pulling away from him. | wasn't shaking anymore but | did still ache. | probably 
would for a while. | reached over and turned the lamp on as | pulled myself out of bed, eventually turning 
around to look at myself in the mirror. | cringed. | looked fucking awful. Not just in need of a shower, but in 
need of a meal | could keep down and in need of some sleep or foundation to hide the bruises under my eyes. | 


looked like the walking dead. 


| looked back when Slash got up to join me, giving him a weak smile when | realized he was watching me look 


myself over. He returned the small smile with great hesitance, his arms loosely draping around my hips. 
‘Love you.." He whispered, burying his nose in my neck. 

"Love you too." | said softly, pressing back against him. 

We stayed there a minute before finally shuffling into the en suite bathroom. 


Getting the shower started, | was surprised when Slash came to help me with my clothes and bandage. I'd 
upgraded from wrapping myself with gauze a few weeks ago, having picked up a cloth bandage that was held 


up and together with metal pins rather than tape. | regarded Slash with a small wonder as he pulled my shirt 
off. His warm hands smoothed down my chest and | let my eyes fall shut. When | opened them again | was 
looking at Slash's hands as they paused at my belt buckle. He looked up at me, his gaze swimming with 


questions that wouldn't escape him. 


He unbuckled my belt and went about unbuttoning my jeans, pushing them down my hips as he trailed his gaze 
down along with them. Pushing my jeans the rest of the way down, they stayed down at my ankles while Soul's 


hands came back up to smooth over my bandaged stomach. 


Removing the bandage and pushing my boxers down, he silently urged me to get ahead in the shower while he 
undressed himself. 


Soon we were both standing under the hot spray, pressed close against each other and sharing several tiny 


kisses. | felt forgiven 


Slash's fingers lingered over my scar and while it was a bit uncomfortable for me to have him do so, he 
genuinely didn't seem to mind. It helped me relax. He pressed his lips to my forehead and didn't move for some 


time. | didn't mind. | liked feeling him so close after we had seemed to drift apart for a while. 


When we pulled away to actually start cleaning ourselves, | couldn't help but feel a little self conscious. Looking 
at myself | was starting to realize just how bad things actually were. My veins were glaringly obvious in my 
hands and up my arms, my ribs poking out a decent amount-- it seemed that any baby fat | had gained 
myself was gone. Even just my fingernails, which were ragged from my biting them and picking anxiously at 
the skin around them, spoke of the demons that screamed just beneath my surface. 


| washed my hair with as gentle a touch as | could manage, scared for a moment that it might come out in 
clumps. | was actually happy to find that my hair was still safe, and was in fact one of the healthiest 
remaining parts of me. Slash kept watching me as | washed myself, | kept watching the shower floor, watching 
as the water quickly became a bleak and dingy grey. 


| loosed a shaky breath, tears blurring my vision for a moment as my hands stilled. Slash paused himself, 


looking over at me somewhat worriedly. 


‘lm sorry." | said again, this time not shaking, this time feeling somewhat human again. | knew it was only 
because of the drug that | was feeling okay and it only made me feel even more guilty. "I'm sorry I'm such a 


fuck up" | took another wavering breath. "God, why am | doing this? What the fuck is wrong with me?" 


A sigh passed Slash's lips and soon | was back in his arms. Our bodies pressed together and | let my eyes slip 
closed. He always felt so warm. So open. He was always fucking open to me.. Why was | doing this to him? To 


us? 


Its not your fault Izzy.." He said softly, petting my back soothingly. "You've been through so much.. So fucking 


much.. This hasn't been easy on you.." 


‘Its not fucking easy on you either." | deadpanned. 


"No, and I'd be lying if | said the temptation for me to start back hasn't been there too. We're both sick, babe. 
It's that whole mindset" 


| didn't know what to say to that so | said nothing. 


"When | said | wasn't surprised that you were using again | meant it" He murmured, kissing my neck. "It's 
fucking hard not to use in times like this, in places like this.. The only reason | haven't is because l'm physically 
capable of getting myself away from it. | wasn't looking for an out for anything.. You've been in so much pain, 
baby.. | understand, and | honestly don't fucking blame you. It still hurts and l'm still worried, but | don't blame 
you." He sighed again, letting his forehead rest against my collarbone. "But we'll work through it, alright?" 


| nodded, finally moving to wrap my arms around him in return. | lost myself in his heat, my hands tangling in 


his wet curls as | pressed as close to him as possible. He didn't mind, if anything he held me tighter. 
"You're way too good to me." | eventually mumbled, slowly pulling away to finish rinsing off. 


Slash grinned lopsidedly. "No, I'm not good enough to you, | don't think. You're my everything, baby, | don't want 
you to forget that." 


| tried to retain a stiff upper lip even as my eyes watered again. "I love you." | said softly, reaching back to 


turn off the water. 


Slash's hand reached forward to stop me, causing me to look back up. When | did, he pressed his lips to mine, 
catching me completely off guard. My eyelids fluttered as my lips parted in my surprise. He pressed me back 
up against the wall, his hands settling on my hips as his tongue slipped past to dance with mine. When he pulled 
away | was left breathless. 


"| love you too." He said softly, reaching around me to finally turn off the water. 


Hello, | Love You 
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fluff. 


| groaned, the feeling of a mouth at my throat drawing another sigh from my lips. My hands went down to tug 
at Slash's hair as my hips bucked up toward him. His hand deftly avoided my aching cock but rather smoothed 
up my stomach and toward my hair. He pulled, hard, drawing another strangled moan from deep in my chest. 
"Oh my God." | gasped, struggling to pull in even a breath of air as he pressed himself against me. 


"You're gonna get us caught" He growled, tugging my hair again and looking me over before he kissed me. 


| just whined into his mouth, thoughts pulling back to think about how we ended up fucking against the back 


wall of some fancy restaurant in the first place. 


We were back home-- sort of. We were back in the US, at least and as celebration we all went out for dinner. 
Everyone chose their respective tablefuls to associate with, mine and Slash's little family choosing to dissociate 
from the rest of the guys due to the noise. It was a relatively fancy restaurant so | can't imagine that any of 
the other guests were too fond of the noise either. 


Albion was practically buzzing as he looked over the merus, the whole slew of fancy shit being new. He looked 


to his mother with wide eyes when he had noticed the wine menu. 
"Ma, can I?!" He whispered excitedly. 

Ola just tsked and rolled her eyes. "No, Ash, you can't" 

"Just a glass?" He pleaded, "Come on." 


A laugh escaped the woman's lips and she swatted at her youngest son's hands, urging him to put down the 


menu. 
"No!" She laughed. 


| couldn't help but grin at the exchange, catching Slash's gaze and noticing the smirk at his lips. He took the 


wine menu for himself, looking it over before nudging me and urging me to look at it too. 
"You wanna get a bottle?" He mused. 

| bit back at my smile as | looked the list over. "I dunno, none of it really looks my taste." 
"Well what's your taste?" Albion asked, looking between Slash and | with a desperate pout. 
"Baby Duck?" Slash suggested, making me cringe a little. "Maybe Girl's Night Out." 

| laughed. "How ‘bout Nightrain? Can we get some of that here?" 


An air guitar move was whipped out and | almost cried from trying not to howl with laughter. Ola was shaking 


her head as though she were embarrassed. 
"What about a nice big thing of Vinchio Vaglio Serra?" Slash suggested with a chuckle. 


"That sounds good!" Albion piped up, oblivious to the joke and seemingly desperate to have a glass of even 


fancy-sounding wine. 


"lts fucking cheap ass boxed wine." | laughed, taking the wine list and looking it over, continuing in afterthought, 
"We can't get it here." | put the menu back once I'd made my mind up. "Get a bottle of the house wine-- Pinot 
Noir.. None of that Sauvingon Blanc shit." | tried to make it sound as snobby as possible. "It looks like it'll be 
close in taste to our dearest Barbera." 


"Sounds good." Slash agreed as he checked out the listing for himself. 


The table soon fell to silence as we went through the dinner menu, none of us sure what to get. | kept peeking 
to the twins, amused by the fact that they were so in awe of the place, their wide eyes glancing around from 
the lights to the paintings on the wall to even the people that passed by. By this time they were about four 


months old and a bit and everything was a new adventure to them. 


| myself had found a new excitement in everything too. Not that | wasn't enjoying things before, but | was 
finally feeling human in terms of recovering from everything and | was in an okay headspace despite still being 
fairly regular in my drug use. Slash had helped a lot in that regard, meticulously measuring my doses and 
pushing me to get back into the swing of things even when | felt at my lowest. | was forced to try harder and 
though it was the most difficult thing | had ever had to do, | pulled through. Now it was hard to get me to 
leave the kids alone. I'd felt so guilty for so long that I'd wanted to try and make it up in anyway possible. 


| hummed vaguely to myself as | looked away from the menu again to check on why Noah was fussing. 
Checking the time, | realized that it was a little late. | sighed a little as | root around in my bag l'd brought in, 
nudging Slash and asking him to just pick something for me for dinner as | found one of two little jars of baby 
food and a spoon. 


We had been given the go ahead to start introducing solid, well mushed, foods to their diet alongside the 
formula. Which was actually pretty awesome. It was definitely less sigh-inducing to blend baby-food of varying 
types than it was to mix the same damn formula day in and day out. 


| gave the jar a little shake before | opened it, glancing around the dining room absently. Most people were off 
in their own little worlds, far far away from me and what | was doing. Cracking the jar open, my full attention 
went back to the baby, a vague smile at my lips as | went through the usual fuss of trying to urge him to 
eat the food rather than spit it all back out at me. He smiled as he did it and | couldn't help the amusement 
that rang through me at the thought: My son was a complete little asshole. 


"Come on." | quietly urged, scooping the latest spoonful from his chin and shaking my head when it only wound 


right back up on his face. | tried another couple times, every second one or so going over smoothly. 
| heard our server come and go and also noticed that Ola and Slash were staring at me. | didn't really pay 
them any mind though, too lost in my little struggle to give a damn. | only peeked back when | felt a hand on 


my shoulder, brow furrowing a little when | noticed Slash was giggling. 


"What's your problem?" | asked, turning back to Noah and sighing when | saw him gleefully smearing the goopy 


beige mess all over himself. There was even some in his hair and up around his eyes. 
"You're making faces at the baby." He mused. 
"lam not!" | gasped, looking back at Slash with a short sort of horror. He just laughed. 


"You kinda were, Iz." Albion spoke up, snickering to himself before busying himself with checking out the latest 
few people to walk by. 


Slash giggled again and pushed my hair back with a grin. "Try not to get lost in la-la land while you're feeding, 
kay?" 


| just blushed and went back to what | was doing. | figured that it must have drawn some attention from other 
tables if Slash was bringing it to my attention. | hid behind my hair as | got Noah to finish up the jar, sighing 
with relief as the final scoop went in without a problem. Taking the napkin from under my cutlery | quickly 
cleaned up Noah's face and let him get back to playing and babbling along with Darcy. 

"So what'd you get me?" | asked, coming back to the land of adults. 


"Nothing." Slash quipped, Albion and Ola were deep in conversation about something or other, probably school. "I 
didn't get you anything, didn't know what you'd want" 


"Ha ha." | deadpanned, "No really, asshole. Come on, tell me." 


He shrugged, "I got you a beer for while we're waiting, other than that.. Nothing.” 


| sighed, throwing my hands up in mock exasperation "I think | have more informative conversations with the 


kids." | murmured, "And they ain't even talking yet" 


"That's just because you have baby-brain" Slash whispered dramatically, hiding his words by the back of his 


hand and raising an eyebrow pointedly, as though he were sharing some big revelation 
"Shut up!" | gasped. "I do not!" 


"You do too!" Slash laughed, grinning like he wasn't going to stop. His eyes sparkled with mirth as he regarded 
me. "Mom, don't you think Izzy's got serious baby-brain going on?" 


My face flared with heat as | flushed a deep shade of beet red. Ola laughed lightly but not unkindly, her gaze 


tracing over me as a smile graced her own lips. 


"There's no point denying it, babe." She said sweetly, "It happens to most all us ladies too, don't worry.. That's 
just what having kids does to you." 


"Oh my God." | wheezed, not sure if | was going to laugh or cry.. Maybe even spontaneously combust. 


"lm sure it could be worse." Slash mused, focussing on me again as Ola went back to humouring her other son 


"You could be crying over cute onesies | suppose." 
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'| didn't want you to feel like | was copying you." | responded cheekily, finally feeling some normalcy return to 


my complexion. 


Slash squinted at me from behind his hair. "Touché." He murmured, watching me as | turned my attention back 
to Noah as he started getting more fussy, no longer entertained by his sister as her attention deviated 


elsewhere. 


“Shhh...” | hummed, pulling him out of his seat and into my chest. "What's your problem, huh? Can't go a 


minute without wanting attention from someone?" 


Noah babbled happily as he grabbed for my shirt and hair, his fingers eventually curling around one of my 
necklaces to tug on and pull toward his mouth. | gently pulled it back, shaking my head a little as | eased the 
small pieces away. | let him keep tugging on them though since the action seemed to keep him occupied. | 
pressed my lips to his dark hair and let my gaze wander as | felt the hair on the back of my neck stand on 
end. It felt like someone was watching me, but Ola was entertaining Darcy and Slash and Ash were locked in 


conversation. 


It didn't take me long to find the source, Axl wasn't exactly subtle in his glowering at me across the 
restaurant. | tried not to make eye contact, knowing for a fact that if | acknowledged the fact he was looking 


at me, he would stop. Or worse, he'd come over and act like | was the one that started it. | watched him out 
the corner of my eye, unable to help but notice the sort of odd longing in his gaze. He looked sour, don't get 


me wrong, but there was some other deeper thing swimming in his gaze and in his posture. 
If | didn't know any better I'd say it was envy. 
| sighed as | pulled my necklace out of the baby's mouth again 


"Stop that." | chastised, giving him my finger to hold onto instead, not really minding as he shoved that in his 
mouth and started gumming at it. At least he couldn't break and choke on my fucking finger like he could my 


necklace. 


When | looked back for Axl, he wasn't paying attention anymore, back to being aloof and cold and laughing a 
little too hard at everyone's jokes as he leaned into Shannon and pawed at him in front of Duff. | didn't 
understand and at this point | wasn't sure if | wanted to. 


Our drinks soon arrived and true to what Slash had said, I'd gotten a cold lager. | took a couple sips and 
watched over the rim of my bottle as Slash's finger traced over the lip of his glass. | smiled at him when he 
looked over at me, beaming as he smiled back. He shuffled his chair closer, letting his hand rest on my thigh 
as he came over to fawn over Noah. | could feel the tension as he pulled away again, his lips parted slightly as 
he glanced over my face and regarded my mouth with a half-lidded gaze. Under normal circumstances-- or 
rather, if we were at some pub or something, neither of us would have cared about showing off or 
smothering each other with affection Given that there was a possibility of getting kicked out in this place, we 
kept it relatively tame.. 


For a while anyway. 

By the time dinner came, Darcy had also eaten and both her and Noah conked out in their chairs. I'd gone back 
out to the car to grab their carseat so they could lie down a bit rather than sleep sitting up, keeping the 
thing up on a chair so they were still level with all of us and able to get taken care of as needed, 

| was pleased to find that a plate loaded with eggs, steak, and hashbrowns had been set down in front of me. 


"Is that okay?" Slash asked, giving me a sideways glance as he sipped at his drink and picked up a fork. 


"More than okay." | murmured, still somewhat in awe of the mountain of food. | took another sip of my beer 
and poked at my potatoes. "Just a lot" 


"You can get a takeaway container if you don't finish it all” He mused, watching with some amusement as my 


nose wrinkled. 


"| didn't say | wouldn't eat it, it's just a lot" 


Slash snorted as he rolled his eyes, a smirk daring across his lips as he set his drink down and started to tuck 


into his own dinner. 


Conversation stayed light while we ate, a lot of laughs had and playful banter being shared-- especially when 
Ash tried the wine for the first time. We all poked fun at each other and it really was a great fucking time. | 
couldn't keep the smile from my face even if it would save my life. It was perfect, really. The warmth and love 


that was all shared and had was only too great and when dessert time rolled around, that was when it seemed 
to shift. 

It wasn't noticeable at first, we were all still having fun and giggling amongst ourselves, but gradually we 
shifted back to our own sides of the table for conversation as we looked over the menu. Slash and | had our 
legs tangled under the table, my left foot bumping his right every so often Every time he would look up and 
cast me a sideways glance before looking back to the laminated menu with a small smile on his face. After 
about the fifth time he'd done it, | had to ask: 

"What are you doing?" 

He giggled and pulled tighter at my leg with a bend of his knee. "Nothing." He mused, staring hard at his menu. 
A brow raised in question but | didn't receive an answer. | settled my free hand down to where his was resting 
on his chair. He gladly let our fingers intertwine and our palms press together, his thumb running over along 
my fingers. | smiled when | felt him trace over my engagement band, my gaze travelling back over to him. 

‘| love you." | whispered, wanting nothing more than to lean over and kiss him. 

‘| love you too." He beamed, looking over at me with a wide smile. 

| couldn't help but smile back, my hand giving his a squeeze as | glanced over his face. 

| want so badly to kiss you.." | said softly, the pads of my fingers meeting his for a moment. 

He grinned, but said nothing, his gaze trailing back to the dessert menu. | watched him a moment longer, 
somewhat awed. Our fingers danced a while longer, even as our server came back and cooed over the sleeping 
babies before taking our order and seeing if we needed any more to drink. We turned down the second bottle 
of wine and all elected to get coffee or hot chocolate. 

| looked back over to Slash when they left, a smile curling my lips when his foot knocked against mine again 


"What?" | giggled, dragging my shoe up his calf. "What the hell is your problem?" 


He grinned back, "| want to kiss you." He said softly, his fingers tracing the veins over the back of my hand. 
"Like right now." 


"Then do it" | laughed, biting my lip a little and unable to help the light blush that dusted over my cheeks. It 
was weird how after all the debaucherous shit we had done it was the shy talk of innocent kisses that really 
got to me. 


He hesitantly brought my hand up to his lips, brushing the lightest of kisses across my knuckles. | smiled, but 
knew that that hadn't fulfilled either of us. 


It was frustrating on an entirely new level, not being able to give each other full romantic validation. We 
thrived off touch, showed through kisses and warm embraces that our words of love were true.. And we'd 
spent so long in our own bubble just doing that. We hadn't really had to worry about other people because 
they just didn't exist. It had just been us two and the little ones-- in one way or another. 


"| wanna real kiss." | whined, noticing the way Slash's nose wrinkled in the slightest, unable to help but find it 


completely adorable. 
"Baby." 
| pouted, knocking our feet together again and earning a disgruntled sound. 


He sighed, releasing my hand so he could caress my face in his sweet hold. | smiled and he traced my lips with 
his thumb, parting my lips slightly to playfully nip at the end of the digit. His eyes went wide, his hand drawing 
away. | wondered for a moment if I'd done something wrong, he got quiet and looked down at the table, his 
cheeks tinged pink. When he peeked back up, | met and held his gaze, feeling particularly stubborn about this 
whole thing. 


"Going for a smoke, you wanna come?" He asked softly, his face still a bit red even as | nodded eagerly. He 
looked up to his mom and pulled her from her conversation. "Hey ma, we're going for a quick dart, can you 


watch the kids?" 


‘Of course, babe." She said softly, waving us goodbye as we grabbed our jackets and scampered off toward the 


back door. 

Outside, we quickly glanced around to see if we'd have any spectators before we kissed. Slash was barely out 
the door when I'd turned on him, pulling him down the short step by his shirt and capturing our lips together. 
He returned the kiss sweetly, his lips curled into a smile as his arms wound around my neck. He kicked the 
door shut and leaned into me. 


"That's all | wanted" | finally breathed when we pulled back, my hands gently pulling through tight curls. 


"Is that right?" Slash mused, seeming to be a little blown away still. He looked me over through a half-lidded 


gaze. 


"Uh huh..." | smiled, giving him another tiny peck before pulling away to get my smokes out. 


We both lit up about the same time, his lighter and my match being the only light aside from the streetlight 
by the road. Two little orange beacons flooding the alleyway with a warm light that seemed to stay even after 
we killed the flames. 


| kept myself amused just watching him for a moment, tracing over his face and down before moving back up 
to chase after the image of smoke curling away from his full perfect lips. It took my breath away to realize 
how lucky | was. To realize just how much | had-- no matter how unorthodox it was or came about. | wasn't 
as sick anymore and it was because of this man. | wasn't suffering anymore and it was because of this man. | 
had two gorgeous children that meant more than this world or the next to me and it was because of this 


man. 


"What are you thinking about?" He asked, taking another drag off his cigarette as he regarded my staring self. 
"And don't say nothing, cause you've got that face on that you get when you're thinking too hard about stuff” 


| cracked a grin, a warmth budding up inside me and threatening to burst out my mouth in some kind of 
fucked up twisted word vomit with proclamations of love and joy that were never before heard of. | let my 
cigarette dangle between my fingers as | shuffled closer to him, earning a curious look from his wondering 
gaze. | pressed myself against him and pressed the tiniest of kisses to his chin, layering those same tiny kisses 


across his jaw and neck until he loosed a small sigh. 


"I was thinking about how fucking much | love you." | said softly, still pressed in against the side of his neck as 


he took another drag from his smoke. "And about how much you've done for me.." 
He tilted his head so that he could nuzzle at me in return. His lips met my hair and | sighed happily. 
"Well | love you too, baby.. You're my everything, | love you..” 


| smiled, shifting around that our lips met again | didn't want to pull away this time, just glad that we were 
finally able to have our moment. Our kisses grew in number and our cigarettes were soon forgotten | left the 
burned out thing to fall as | brought my hands around to smooth over and claw lightly at Slash's chest. His 
hands smoothed up my back and then back down again to finally rest on my butt. He squeezed gently as our 


tongues danced against each other. 


| couldn't help the blush that covered my cheeks. It had been a while since we'd had anything in that regard 
too, but | knew that that was because Slash didn't want to rush me even after recovering from the surgery 


and getting the go ahead from doctors over the phone upon checking up. 


But as our many kisses began to naturally grow more and more desperate, and as my hands went down Slash's 


stomach to rub at his crotch and finger at his belt, | felt like we were both ready. 


While it may have been nice to have our first love-making in forever take place in a bed in our own home or 


at least even in a hotel, | really didn't care. Not for niceties anyway. We were so engrossed in each other that 


we didn't care as we bumped against the brick wall and scraped our elbows. | didn't care that I'd probably get 
roadrash on my ass from brushing against the stone wall once my jeans had been kicked down around my 


knees. | just wanted more. 


| pulled needily at his hair, groaning as he rubbed against me and begging him quietly for more as | spread my 
legs for him. He obliged only too happily by brushing his fingers over my cockhead and giving me three long 
strokes. Pulling his hand away again, he pulled me in closer and hitched one of my legs up around his hips. My 
pants slipped off the rest of the way past my ankles, | braced myself against the wall, groaning again as 
Slash's lips found my throat. 


"Oh my God." | gasped, struggling further when the kisses gave way to bites. | struggled to suck in a breath, 


need rendering me almost useless. 


"You're gonna get us caught." Slash mumbled against me, his gaze turning briefly to some people walking past 
the alley. Coming back to me, he tugged at my hair and kissed me deeply. | whined as | tried to remember how 
to care about not getting caught. 


He prepped me carefully before he fucked me, his touches nearly driving me fucking mental. | gasped when he 
finally pushed in, tensing around him and earning several small kisses as he told me to relax. | let my head rest 
against the wall as he pushed all the way in We waited for but a moment before we began to move together, 
his hips driving up into me as | pushed back and tried to hold myself up. The position was awkward, painful in 
some areas (like my head that kept grinding against the brick), but it was amazing. 


Neither of us lasted very long, between the possiblity of getting caught and the fact that we had gone so long 
without getting any, it was kind of a miracle we'd lasted as long as we did. And so, in the final throes of 
pleasure, our arms wound around each other. Slash only just remembered to pull out and came messily that it 
smeared against the wall and my ass as | spilled into his hand. We stood there for a moment, gasping against 
each other and basking in warmth. | gasped quietly against his neck 

"Are you okay?" He asked sweetly, his clean hand carding through my hair. 


| nodded, nuzzling at his skin and laying a little kiss there before pulling away slightly. "More than okay." | 


murmured. 


"You need a minute or are you good?" He snickered, planting a quick kiss to my nose before pulling away the bit 
he needed to pull his pants up. 


| hummed quietly and pulled my own jeans back up, grimacing as my boxers stuck to my butt. 
"lll be fine." | murmured, "I'll need to clean up before we go back" 


He chuckled and laid another little kiss somewhere along my face. | looked up at him, unable to keep the smile 
from my lips. 


‘Love you." | said softly as | pulled away. 
"Love you too." He purred, holding the door for me and letting me go inside first. 


After we'd both cleaned up and returned to the table, we were a bit surprised that our desserts had already 
come and that Ola and Albion were waiting for us. | beamed as we came over, aware that there were more 


eyes on me and Slash than just them. Axl was back to watching us as we crossed the dining room. 


"You's weren't waiting long | hope?" | asked as | slid back into my seat, my gaze moving up as Slash sat back 


down as well. 
"Nah," Ash said, waving us off. "It just showed up a couple seconds before you did” 


"Oh, good.” | hummed, looking over again when Slash's leg curled back around mine. He caught me looking and 
gave me a smile. | smiled back before turning to check on the twins. They were both still sleeping, moved only 


to keep their tiny fists close together. 


| was slow to start into my piece of cake I'd gotten, having to take a few minutes to collect my head and not 
have a sudden existential crisis as | was once again blown away by just how much | really had and how much 
it meant to me. In reality, | was still very sick, still needing to take my shots of "medicine" nearly every night 
like a good good boy lest | start back into withdrawals. | still had my struggles with some other things too.. But 
it was like all those things were so far away with just tonight. Tonight that went so fucking nicely for the first 


time in a long time. 


| looked up with a small sound when Slash nudged me, his eyes spelling out the worry that was simmering 
beneath his surface. 


"You okay?" He asked softly, "What's with the broody look?" 


| just laughed, grinning as | took a bite of my cake and shook my head. "Nothin’.. Just thinking." | murmured, 
humming around my fork. "You should try this though." 


He gave me another look over before seeming to finish reasoning with himself with a definitive shrug. "That 


good?" He mused. 


| nodded, getting a second forkful and offering it up to him. "Its like chocolate sex." | said as he hesitatingly 
took the bite. 


He snorted on a laugh and | watched to make sure he wouldn't choke. He covered his face with his hand for a 


second before he looked back, smiling. 


"Well?" 


"You weren't wrong." He mused, "It's definitely good.. But | dunno about as good as sex." A certain mischeif lit 


his eyes and | had to look away with a stifled laugh. 
"Don't be vulgar." | chastised, taking another bite and watching him out the corner of my eye. 


He just chuckled and offered me a piece of his pie as a peace offering. | gladly accepted, unable to help but find 
a serious amusement that came with us getting away with sharing our desserts. We'd join into conversations 
every now and again, but for the most part we were lost in each other. | could tell that Ola didn't mind though, 
even if Ash would occasionally make fake wretching noises and tell us to get a room, Ola seemed happy to see 


us getting on so well. 


Especially after the past few weeks of torment and struggling. 


